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PREFACE. 


It  is  usually  supposed  to  be  necessary  to  go  far  into 
the  country  to  find  wild  birds  and  animals  in  suffi- 
cient numbers  to  be  pleasantly  studied.  Such  was 
certainly  my  own  impression  till  circumstances  led 
me,  for  the  convenience  of  access  to  London,  to 
reside  for  awhile  about  twelve  miles  from  town. 
There  my  preconceived  views  on  the  subject  were 
quite  overthrown  by  the  presence  of  as  much  bird- 
life  as  I had  been  accustomed  to  in  distant  fields 
and  woods. 

First,  as  the  spring  began,  came  crowds  of  chiff- 
chaffs  and  willow  wrens  filling  the  furze  with  cease- 
less flutterings.  Presently  a nightingale  sang  in  a 
hawthorn  bush  only  just  on  the  other  side  of  the 
road.  One  morning,  on  looking  out  of  window,  there 
was  a hen  pheasant  in  the  furze  almost  underneath. 
Eabbits  often  came  out  into  the  spaces  of  sward 
between  the  bushes. 

The  furze  itself  became  a broad  surface  of  gold, 
beautiful  to  look  down  upon,  with  islands  of  tenderest 
birch  green  interspersed,  and  willows  in  which  the 
sedge-reedling  chattered.  They  used  to  say  in  the 
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country  that  cuckoos  were  getting  scarce,  but  hero 
the  notes  of  the  cuckoo  echoed  all  day  long,  and  the 
birds  often  flew  over  the  house.  Doves  cooed,  black- 
birds whistled,  thrushes  sang,  jays  called,  wood- 
pigeons  uttered  the  old  familiar  notes  in  the  little 
copse  hard  by.  Even  a heron  went  over  now  and 
then,  and  in  the  evening  from  the  window  I could 
hear  partridges  calling  each  other  to  roost. 

Along  the  roads  and  lanes  the  quantity  and  variety 
of  life  in  the  hedges  was  really  astonishing.  Mag- 
pies, jays,  woodpeckers — both  green  and  pied — kestrels 
hovering  overhead,  sparrow-hawks  darting  over  gate- 
ways, hares'  by  the  clover,  weasels  on  the  mounds, 
stoats  at  the  edge  of  the  corn.  I missed  but  two 
birds,  the  corncrake  and  the  grasshopper  lark,  and 
found  these  another  season.  Two  squirrels  one  day 
ran  along  the  palings  and  up  into  a guelder-rose 
tree  in  the  garden.  As  for  the  finches  and  sparrows 
their  number  was  past  calculation.  There  was 
material  for  many  years’  observation,  and  finding 
myself  so  unexpectedly  in  the  midst  of  these  things, 
I was  led  to  make  the  following  sketches,  which  were 
published  in  The  Standard,  and  are  now  reprinted  by 
permission. 

The  question  may  be  asked:  Why  have  you  not 
indicated  in  every  case  the  precise  locality  where  you 
were  so  pleased  ? Why  not  mention  the  exact  hedge, 
the  particular  meadow?  Because  no  two  persons 
look  at  the  same  thing  with  the  same  eyes.  To  me 
this  spot  may  be  attractive,  to  you  another ; a third 
thinks  yonder  gnarled  oak  the  most  artistic.  Nor 
could  I guarantee  that  every  one  should  see  the  same 
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things  under  the  same  conditions  of  season,  time  or 
weather.  How  could  I arrange  for  you  next  autumn 
to  see  the  sprays  of  the  horse-chestnut,  scarlet  from 
frost,  reflected  in  the  dark  water  of  the  brook  ? 
There  might  not  be  any  frost  till  all  the  leaves  had 
dropped.  How  could  I contrive  that  the  cuckoos 
should  circle  round  the  copse,  the  sunlight  glint  upon 
the  stream,  the  warm  sweet  wind  come  breathing  over 
the  young  corn  just  when  I should  wish  you  to  feel 
it  ? Every  one  must  find  their  own  locality.  I find 
a favourite  wild-flower  here,  and  the  spot  is  dear  to 
me ; you  find  yours  yonder.  Neither  painter  nor 
writer  can  show  the  spectator  their  originals.  It 
would  be  very  easy,  too,  to  pass  any  of  these  places 
and  see  nothing,  or  but  little.  Birds  are  wayward, 
wild  creatures  uncertain.  The  tree  crowded  with 
wood-pigeons  one  minute  is  empty  the  next.  To 
traverse  the  paths  day  by  day,  and  week  by  week  ; 
to  keep  an  eye  ever  on  the  fields  from  year’s  end  to 
year’s  end,  is  the  one  only  method  of  knowing  what 
really  is  in,  or  comes  to  them.  That  the  sitting 
gambler  sweeps  the  board  is  true  of  these  matters. 
The  richest  locality  may  be  apparently  devoid  of 
interest  just  at  the  juncture  of  a chance  visit. 

Though  my  preconceived  ideas  were  overthrown 
by  the  presence  of  so  much  that  was  beautiful  and 
interesting  close  to  London,  yet  in  course  of  time 
I came  to  understand  what  was  at  first  a dim  sense 
of  something  wanting.  In  the  shadiest  lane,  in  the 
still  pinewoods,  on  the  hills  of  purple  heath,  after 
brief  contemplation  there  arose  a restlessness,  a 
feeling  that  it  was  essential  to  be  moving.  In  no 
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grassy  mead  was  there  a nook  where  I could  stretch 
myself  in  slumberous  ease  and  watch  the  swallows  ever 
wheeling,  wheeling  in  the  sky.  This  was  the  unseen 
influence  of  mighty  London.  The  strong  life  of  the 
vast  city  magnetized  me,  and  I felt  it  under  the  calm 
oaks.  The  something  wanting  in  the  fields  was  tho 
absolute  quiet,  peace,  and  rest  which  dwells  in  the 
meadows  and  under  the  trees  and  on  the  hilltops 
in  the  country.  Under  its  power  the  mind  gradually 
yields  itself  to  the  green  earth,  the  wind  among  the 
trees,  the  song  of  birds,  and  comes  to  have  an  under- 
standing with  them  all.  For  this  it  is  still  necessary 
to  seek  the  far-away  glades  and  hollow  coombes,  or  to 
sit  alone  beside  the  sea.  That  such  a sense  of  quiet 
might  not  be  lacking  I have  added  a chapter  or  so  on 
those  lovely  downs  that  overlook  the  south  coast. 

It.  J. 
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WOODLANDS. 

The  tiny  white  petals  of  the  barren  strawberry  open 
under  the  April  sunshine  which,  as  yet  unchecked  by 
crowded  foliage  above,  can  reach  the  moist  banks 
under  the  trees.  It  is  then  that  the  first  stroll  of  the 
year  should  be  taken  in  Clay  gate -lane.  The  slender 
runners  of  the  strawberries  trail  over  the  mounds 
among  the  moss,  some  of  the  flowers  but  just  above 
the  black  and  brown  leaves  of  last  year  which  fill  the 
shallow  ditch.  These  will  presently  be  hidden  under 
the  grass  which  is  pushing  up  long  blades,  and  bend- 
ing over  like  a plume. 

Crimson  stalks  and  leaves  of  herb  Robert  stretch 
across  the  little  cavities  of  the  mound ; lower,  and 
rising  almost  from  the  water  of  the  ditch,  the  wild 
parsnip  spreads  its  broad  fan.  Slanting  among  the 
underwood,  against  which  it  leans,  the  dry  white 
“gix”  (cow-parsnip)  of  last  year  has  rotted  from  its 
root,  and  is  only  upheld  by  branches. 

Yellowish  green  cup-like  leaves  are  forming  upon 
the  brown  and  drooping  heads  of  the  spurge,  which, 
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sheltered  by  the  bushes,  has  endured  the  winter’s 
frosts.  The  lads  pull  them  off,  and  break  the  stems, 
to  watch  the  white  “milk”  well  up,  the  whole  plant 
being  full  of  acrid  juice.  Whorls  of  woodruff  and 
grass-like  leaves  of  stitchwort  are  rising;  the  latter 
holds  but  feebly  to  the  earth,  and  even  in  snatching 
the  flower  the  roots  sometimes  give  way  and  the  plant 
is  lifted  with  it. 

Upon  either  hand  the  mounds  are  so  broad  that 
they  in  places  resemble  covers  rather  than  hedges, 
thickly  grown  with  bramble  and  briar,  hazel  and  haw- 
thorn, above  which  the  straight  trunks  of  young  oaks 
and  Spanish  chestnuts  stand  in  crowded  but  careless 
ranks.  The  leaves  which  dropped  in  the  preceding 
autumn  from  these  trees  still  lie  on  the  ground  under 
the  bushes,  dry  and  brittle,  and  the  blackbirds  search- 
ing about  among  them  cause  as  much  rustling  as  if 
some  animal  were  routing  about. 

As  the  month  progresses  these  wide  mounds  become 
completely  green,  hawthorn  and  bramble,  briar  and 
hazel  put  forth  their  leaves,  and  the  eye  can  no  longer 
.see  into  the  recesses.  But  above,  the  oaks  and  edible 
chestnuts  are  still  dark  and  leafless,  almost  black  by 
contrast  with  the  vivid  green  beneath  them.  Upon 
their  bare  boughs  the  birds  are  easily  seen,  but  the 
moment  they  descend  among  the  bushes  are  difficult 
to  find.  Chaffinches  call  and  challenge  continually — 
these  trees  are  their  favourite  resort — and  yellowham- 
mers  flit  along  the  underwood. 

Behind  the  broad  hedge  are  the  ploughed  fields  they 
love,  alternating  with  meadows  down  whose  hedges 
again  a stream  of  birds  is  always  flowing  do  the  lane. 
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Bright  as  are  the  colours  of  the  yellowhammer,  when 
he  alights  among  the  brown  clods  of  the  ploughed 
field  he  is  barely  visible,  for  brown  conceals  like 
vapour.  A white  butterfly  comes  fluttering  along 
the  lane,  and  as  it  passes  under  a tree  a chaffinch 
swoops  down  and  snaps  at  it,  hut  rises  again  with- 
out doing  apparent  injury,  for  the  butterfly  continues 
its  flight. 

From  an  oak  overhead  comes  the  sweet  slender 
voice  of  a linnet,  the  sunshine  falling  on  his  rosy 
breast.  The  gateways  show  the  thickness  of  the 
hedge,  as  an  embrasure  shows  the  thickness  of  a wall. 
One  gives  entrance  to  an  arable  field  which  has  been 
recently  rolled,  and  along  the  gentle  rise  of  a “ land  ” 
a cock-pheasant  walks,  so  near  that  the  ring  about 
his  neck  is  visible.  Presently,  becoming  conscious 
that  he  is  observed,  he  goes  down  into  a furrow,  and 
is  then  hidden. 

The  next  gateway,  equally  deep-set  between  the 
hushes,  opens  on  a pasture,  where  the  docks  of  last 
year  still  cumber  the  ground,  and  bunches  of  rough 
grass  and  rushes  are  scattered  here  and  there.  A 
partridge  separated  from  his  mate  is  calling  across 
the  field,  and  comes  running  over  the  short  sward  as 
his  companion  answers.  With  his  neck  held  high 
and  upright,  stretched  to  see  around,  he  looks  larger 
than  would  be  supposed,  as  he  runs  swiftly,  threading 
his  way  through  the  tufts,  the  docks,  and  the  rushes. 
But  suddenly  noticing  that  the  gateway  is  not  clear, 
he  crouches,  and  is  concealed  by  the  grass. 

Some  distance  further  there  is  a stile,  sitting  upon 
which  the  view  ranges  over  two  adjacent  meadows. 
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They  are  bounded  by  a copse  of  ash  stoles  and  young- 
oak  trees,  and  the  lesser  of  the  meads  is  full  of  rush 
bunches  and  dotted  with  green  ant-hills.  Among 
these,  just  beyond  gunshot,  two  rabbits  are  feeding; 
pausing  and  nibbling  till  they  have  eaten  the  tenderest 
blades,  and  then  leisurely  hopping  a yard  or  so  to 
another  spot.  Later  on  in  the  summer  this  little 
meadow  which  divides  the  lane  from  the  copse  is  alive 
with  rabbits. 

Along  the  hedge  the  brake  fern  has  then  grown,  in 
the  corner  by  the  copse  there  is  a beautiful  mass  of  it, 
and  several  detached  bunches  away  from  the  hedge 
among  the  ant-hills.  From  out  of  the  fern,  which  is 
a favourite  retreat  with  them,  rabbits  are  continually 
coming,  feeding  awhile,  darting  after  each  other,  and 
back  again  to  cover.  To-day  there  are  but  three,  and 
they  do  not  venture  far  from  their  buries. 

Watching  these,  a green  woodpecker  cries  in  the 
copse,  and  immediately  afterwards  flies  across  the 
mead,  and  away  to  another  plantation.  Occasionally 
the  spotted  woodpecker  may  be  seen  here,  a little  bird 
which,  in  the  height  of  summer,  is  lost  among  the 
foliage,  but  in  spring  and  winter  can  be  observed 
tapping  at  the  branches  of  the  trees. 

I think  I have  seen  more  spotted  woodpeckers  near 
London  than  in  far  distant  and  nominally  wilder 
districts.  This  lane,  for  some  two  miles,  is  lined  on 
each  side  with  trees,  and,  besides  this  particular  copse, 
there  are  several  others  close  by ; indeed,  stretch- 
ing across  the  country  to  another  road,  there  is  a 
succession  of  copses,  with  meadows  between.  Birds 
which  love  trees  are  naturally  seen  flitting  to  and  fro 
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in  the  lane ; the  trees  are  at  present  young,  hut  as 
they  grow  older  and  decay  they  will  be  still  more 
resorted  to. 

Jays  screech  in  the  trees  of  the  lane  almost  all  the 
year  round,  though  more  frequently  in  spring  and 
autumn,  but  I rarely  walked  here  without  seeing  or 
hearing  one.  Beyond  the  stile,  the  lane  descends  into 
a hollow,  and  is  bordered  by  a small  furze  common, 
where,  under  shelter  of  the  hollow  brambles  and 
beneath  the  golden  bloom  of  the  furze,  the  pale 
anemones  flower. 

When  the  June  roses  open  their  petals  on  the 
briars,  and  the  scent  of  new-mown  hay  is  wafted  over 
the  hedge  from  the  meadows,  the  lane  seems  to  wind 
through  a continuous  wood.  The  oaks  and  chestnuts, 
though  too  young  to  form  a complete  arch,  cross  their 
green  branches,  and  cast  a delicious  shadow.  For  it 
is  in  the  shadow  that  we  enjoy  the  summer,  looking 
forth  from  the  gateway  upon  the  mowing  grass  where 
the  glowing  sun  pours  down  his  fiercest  beams. 

Tall  bennets  and  red  sorrel  rise  above  the  grass, 
white  ox-eye  daisies  chequer  it  below;  the  distant 
hedge  quivers  as  the  air,  set  in  motion  by  the  intense 
heat,  runs  along.  The  sweet  murmuring  coo  of  the 
turtle  dove  comes  from  the  copse,  and  the  rich  notes 
of  the  blackbird  from  the  oak  into  which  he  has 
mounted  to  deliver  them. 

Slight  movements  in  the  hawthorn,  or  in  the 
depths  of  the  tall  hedge  grasses,  movements  too  quick 
for  the  glance  to  catch  their  cause,  are  where  some 
tiny  bird  is  passing  from  spray  to  spray.  It  may  be 
a white-throat  creeping  among  the  nettles  after  his 
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wont,  or  a wren.  The  spot  where  he  was  but  a 
second  since  may  he  traced  by  the  trembling  of  the 
leaves,  but  the  keenest  attention  may  fail  to  detect 
where  he  is  now.  That  slight  motion  in  the  hedge, 
however,  conveys  an  impression  of  something  living 
everywhere  within. 

There  are  birds  in  the  oaks  overhead  whose  voice 
is  audible  though  they  are  themselves  unseen.  From 
out  of  the  mowing  grass,  finches  rise  and  fly  to  the 
hedge ; from  the  hedge  again  others  fly  out,  and, 
descending  into  the  grass,  are  concealed  as  in  a forest. 
A thrush  travelling  along  the  hedgerow  just  outside 
goes  by  the  gateway  within  a yard.  Bees  come  upon 
the  light  wind,  gliding  with  it,  but  with  their  bodies 
aslant  across  the  line  of  current.  Butterflies  flutter 
over  the  mowing  grass,  hardly  clearing  the  bennets. 
Many-coloured  insects  creep  up  the  sorrel  stems  and 
take  wing  from  the  summit. 

Everything  gives  forth  a sound  of  life.  The  twitter- 
ing of  swallows  from  above,  the  song  of  greenfinches 
in  the  trees,  the  rustle  of  hawthorn  sprays  moving 
under  the  weight  of  tiny  creatures,  the  buzz  upon  the 
breeze ; the  very  flutter  of  the  butterflies’  wings, 
noiseless  as  it  is,  and  the  wavy  movement  of  the 
heated  air  across  the  field  cause  a sense  of  motion 
and  of  music. 

The  leaves  are  enlarging,  and  the  sap  rising,  and 
the  hard  trunks  of  the  trees  swelling  with  its  flow ; 
the  grass  blades  pushing  upwards;  the  seeds  com- 
pleting their  shape ; the  tinted  petals  uncurling. 
Dreamily  listening,  leaning  on  the  gate,  all  these  are 
audible  to  the  inner  senses,  while  the  ear  followrs  the 
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midsummer  hum,  now  sinking,  now  sonorously  in- 
creasing oyer  the  oaks.  An  effulgence  fills  the 
southern  boughs,  which  the  eye  cannot  sustain,  hut 
which  it  knows  is  there. 

The  sun  at  his  meridian  pours  forth  his  light,  for- 
getting, in  all  the  inspiration  of  his  strength  and 
glory,  that  without  an  altar-screen  of  green  his  love 
must  scorch.  Joy  in  life;  joy  in  life.  The  ears 
listen,  and  want  more  : the  eyes  are  gratified  with 
gazing,  and  desire  yet  further ; the  nostrils  are  filled 
with  the  sweet  odours  of  flower  and  sap.  The  touch, 
too,  has  its  pleasures,  dallying  with  leaf  and  flower. 
Can  you  not  almost  grasp  the  odour-laden  air  and 
hold  it  in  the  hollow  of  the  hand  ? 

Leaving  the  spot  at  last,  and  turning  again  into 
the  lane,  the  shadows  dance  upon  the  white  dust 
under  the  feet,  irregularly  circular  spots  of  light 
surrounded  with  umbra  shift  with  the  shifting 
branches.  By  the  wayside  lie  rings  of  dandelion 
stalks  carelessly  cast  down  by  the  child  who  made 
them,  and  tufts  of  delicate  grasses  gathered  for  their 
beauty  but  now  sprinkled  with  dust.  Wisps  of  hay 
hang  from  the  lower  boughs  of  the  oaks  where  they 
brushed  against  the  passing  load. 

After  a time,  when  the  corn  is  ripening,  the  herb 
betony  flowers  on  the  mounds  under  the  oaks.  Fol- 
lowing the  lane  down  the  hill  and  across  the  small 
furze  common  at  the  bottom,  the  marks  of  traffic  fade 
away,  the  dust  ceases,  and  is  succeeded  by  sward. 
The  hedgerows  on  either  side  are  here  higher  than 
ever,  and  are  thickly  fringed  with  bramble  bushes, 
which  sometimes  encroach  on  the  waggon  ruts  in  the 
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middle,  and  are  covered  with  flowers,  and  red,  and 
green,  and  ripe  blackberries  together. 

Green  rushes  line  the  way,  and  green  dragon  flies 
dart  above  them.  Thistledown  is  pouting  forth  from 
the  swollen  tops  of  thistles  crowded  with  seed.  In  a 
gateway  the  turf  has  been  worn  away  by  waggon 
wheels  and  the  hoofs  of  cart  horses,  and  the  dry 
heat  has  pulverised  the  crumbling  ruts.  Three  hen 
pheasants  and  a covey  of  partridges  that  have  been 
dusting  themselves  here  move  away  without  much 
haste  at  the  approach  of  footsteps — the  pheasants 
into  the  thickets,  and  the  partridges  through  the  gate- 
way. The  shallow  holes  in  which  they  were  sitting 
can  be  traced  on  the  dust,  and  there  are  a few  small 
feathers  lying  about. 

A barley  field  is  within  the  gate  ; the  mowers  have 
just  begun  to  cut  it  on  the  opposite  side.  Next  to  it 
is  a wheat  field ; the  wheat  has  been  cut  and  stands 
in  shocks.  From  the  stubble  bv  the  nearest  shock 

o 

two  turtle  doves  rise,  alarmed,  and  swiftly  fly  towards 
a wood  which  bounds  the  field.  This  wood,  indeed, 
upon  looking  again,  clearly  bounds  not  this  field  only, 
but  the  second  and  the  third,  and  so  far  as  the  eye 
can  see  over  the  low  hedges  of  the  corn,  the  trees 
continue.  The  green  lane  as  it  enters  the  wood,  be- 
comes wilder  and  rougher  at  every  step,  widening, 
too,  considerably. 

In  the  centre  the  w'heels  of  timber  carriages,  heavily 
laden  with  trunks  of  trees  which  were  dragged  through 
by  straining  teams  in  the  rainy  days  of  spring,  have 
left  vast  ruts,  showing  that  they  must  have  sunk  to 
the  axle  in  the  soft  clay.  These  then  filled  with 
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•water,  and  on  the  water  duck-weed  grew,  and  aquatic 
grasses  at  the  sides.  Summer  heats  have  evaporated 
the  water,  leaving  the  weeds  and  grasses  prone  upon 
the  still  moist  earth. 

Eushes  have  sprung  up  and  mark  the  line  of  the 
ruts,  and  willow  stoles,  bramble  hushes,  and  thorns 
growing  at  the  side,  make,  as  it  were,  a third  hedge 
in  the  middle  of  the  lane.  The  best  path  is  by  the 
wood  itself,  hut  even  there  occasional  leaps  are 
necessary  over  pools  of  dark  water  full  of  vegetation. 
These  alternate  with  places  where  the  ground,  being 
higher,  yawns  with  wide  cracks  crumbling  at  the 
edge,  the  heat  causing  the  clay  to  split  and  open.  In 
winter  it  must  be  an  impassable  quagmire ; now  it  is 
dry  and  arid. 

Eising  out  of  this  lowlying  spot  the  lane  again 
becomes  green  and  pleasant,  and  is  crossed  by 
another.  At  the  meeting  of  these  four  ways  some 
boughs  hang  over  a green  bank  where  I have  often 
rested.  In  front  the  lane  is  barred  by  a gate,  hut 
beyond  the  gate  it  still  continues  its  straight  course 
into  the  wood.  To  the  left  the  track,  crossing  at 
right  angles,  also  proceeds  into  the  wood,  but  it  is  so 
overhung  with  trees  and  blocked  by  bushes  that  its 
course  after  the  first  hundred  yards  or  so  cannot  be 
traced. 

To  the  right  the  track— a little  wider  and  clearer  of 
bushes— extends  through  wood,  and  as  it  is  straight 
and  rises  up  a gentle  slope,  the  eye  can  travel  along 
it  half  a mile.  There  is  nothing  but  wood  around. 
This  track  to  the  right  appears  the  most  used,  and 
has  some  ruts  in  the  centre.  The  sward  each  side  is 
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concealed  by  endless  thistles,  on  the  point  of  sending’ 
forth  clouds  of  thistledown,  and  to  which  presently 
the  goldfinches  will  be  attracted. 

Occasionally  a movement  among  the  thistles  betrays 
the  presence  of  a rabbit ; only  occasionally,  for  though 
the  banks  are  drilled  with  buries,  the  lane  is  too  hot 
for  them  at  midday.  Particles  of  rabbits’  fur  lie  on 
the  ground,  and  their  runs  are  visible  in  every  direc- 
tion. But  there  are  no  birds.  A solitary  robin,, 
indeed,  perches  on  an  ash  branch  opposite,  and  re- 
gards me  thoughtfully.  It  is  impossible  to  go  any- 
where in  the  open  air  without  a robin ; they  are  the 
very  spies  of  the  woods.  But  there  are  no  thrushes,, 
no  blackbirds,  finches,  nor  even  sparrows. 

In  August  it  is  true  most  birds  cease  to  sing,  but 
sitting  thus  partially  hidden  and  quiet,  if  there  were 
any  about  something  would  be  heard  of  them.  There- 
■would  be  a rustling,  a thrush  would  fly  across  the 
lane,  a blackbird  would  appear  by  the  gateway  yonder 
in  the  shadow  which  he  loves,  a finch  would  settle  in' 
the  oaks.  None  of  these  incidents  occur ; none  of  the 
lesser  signs  of  life  in  the  foliage,  the  tremulous  spray, 
the  tap  of  a bill  cleaned  by  striking  first  one  side  and1 
then  the  other  against  a bough,  the  rustle  of  a wing — 
nothing. 

There  are  woods,  woods,  woods ; but  no  birds. 
Yonder  a drive  goes  straight  into  the  ashpoles,  it  is 
green  above  and  green  below,  but  a long  watch  will' 
reveal  nothing  living.  The  dry  mounds  must  be  full 
of  rabbits,  there  must  be  pheasants  somewhere ; but 
nothing  visible.  Once  only  a whistling  sound  in  the 
air  directs  the  glance  upwards,  it  is  a wood-pigeon’ 
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flying  at  full  speed.  There  are  no  bees,  for  there  are 
no  flowers.  There  are  no  butterflies.  The  black  flies 
are  not  numerous,  and  rarely  require  a fanning  from 
the  ash  spray  carried  to  drive  them  off. 

Two  large  dragon-flies  rush  up  and  down,  and 
cross  the  lane,  and  rising  suddenly  almost  to  the 
tops  of  the  oaks  swoop  down  again  in  hold  sweeping 
curves.  The  broad,  deep  ditch  between  the  lane  and 
the  mound  of  the  wood  is  dry,  but  there  are  no  short 
rustling  sounds  of  mice. 

The  only  sound  is  the  continuous  singing  of  the 
grasshoppers,  and  the  peculiar  snapping  noise  they 
make  as  they  spring,  leaping  along  the  swal’d.  The 
fierce  sun  of  the  ripe  wheat  poms  down  a fiery  glow 
scarcely  to  be  borne  except  under  the  boughs ; the 
hazel  leaves  already  have  lost  their  green,  the  tips  of 
the  rushes  are  shrivelling,  the  grass  becoming  brown ; 
it  is  a scorched  and  parched  desert  of  wood. 

The  finches  have  gone  forth  in  troops  to  the  stubble 
where  the  wheat  has  been  cut,  and  where  they  can 
revel  on  the  seeds  of  the  weeds  now  ripe.  Thrushes 
and  blackbirds  have  gone  to  the  streams,  to  splash 
and  bathe,  and  to  the  mown  meadows,  where  in  the 
short  aftermath  they  can  find  their  food.  There  they 
will  look  out  on  the  shady  side  of  the  hedge  as  the 
sun  declines,  six  or  eight  perhaps  of  them  along  the 
same  hedge,  but  all  in  the  shadow,  where  the  dew 
forms  first  as  the  evening  falls,  where  the  grass  feels 
cool  and  moist,  while  still  on  the  sunny  side  it  is 
warm  and  dry. 

The  bees  are  busy  on  the  heaths  and  along  the  hill- 
tops, where  there  are  still  flowers  and  honey,  and  the 
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butterflies  are  with  them.  So  the  woods  are  silent, 
still,  and  deserted,  save  by  a stray  rabbit  among  the 
thistles,  and  the  grasshoppers  ceaselessly  leaping  in 
the  grass. 

Returning  presently  to  the  gateway  just  outside  the 
wood,  where  upon  first  coming  the  pheasants  and 
partridges  were  dusting  themselves,  a waggon  is  now 
passing  among  the  corn  and  is  being  laden  with  the 
sheaves.  But  afar  off,  across  the  broad  field  and 
under  the  wood,  it  seems  somehow  only  a part  of  the 
silence  and  the  solitude.  The  men  with  it  move 
about  the  stubble,  calmly  toiling ; the  horses,  having 
drawn  it  a little  way,  become  motionless,  reposing  as 
they  stand,  every  line  of  their  large  limbs  expressing 
delight  in  physical  ease  and  idleness. 

Perhaps  the  heat  has  made  the  men  silent,  for 
scarcely  a word  is  spoken;  if  it  were,  in  the  still- 
ness it  must  be  heard,  though  they  are  at  some 
distance.  The  wheels,  well  greased  for  the  heavy 
harvest  work,  do  not  creak.  Save  an  occasional 
monosyllable,  as  the  horses  are  ordered  on,  or  to 
stop,  and  a faint  rustling  of  straw,  there  is  no  sound. 
It  may  be  the  flood  of  brilliant  light,  or  the  mirage  of 
the  heat,  but  in  some  way  the  waggon  and  its  rising 
load,  the  men  and  the  horses,  have  an  unreality  of 
appearance. 

The  yellow  wheat  and  stubble,  the  dull  yellow  of 
the  waggon,  toned  down  by  years  of  weather,  the 
green  woods  near  at  hand,  darkening  in  the  distance 
and  slowly  changing  to  blue,  the  cloudless  sky,  the 
heat-suffused  atmosphere,  in  which  things  seem  to 
float  rather  than  to  grow  or  stand,  the  shadowless 
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field,  all  are  there,  and  yet  are  not  there,  but  far 
away  and  vision-like.  The  waggon,  at  last  laden,, 
travels  away,  and  seems  rather  to  disappear  of  itself 
than  to  he  hidden  by  the  trees.  It  is  an  effort  to- 
awake  and  move  from  the  spot. 
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FOOTPATHS . 

“ Always  get  over  a stile,”  is  the  one  rule  that  should 
ever  be  borne  in  mind  by  those  who  wish  to  see  the 
land  as  it  really  is — that  is  to  say,  never  omit  to 
explore  a footpath,  for  never  was  there  a footpath  yet 
which  did  not  pass  something  of  interest. 

In  the  meadows,  everything  comes  pressing  lovingly 
up  to  the  path.  The  small-leaved  clover  can  scarce 
he  driven  back  by  frequent  footsteps  from  endeavour- 
ing to  cover  the  bare  earth  of  the  centre.  Tall 
buttercups,  round  whose  stalks  the  cattle  have  care- 
fully grazed,  stand  in  ranks ; strong  ox-eye  daisies, 
with  broad  white  disks  and  torn  leaves,  form  with  the 
grass  the  tricolour  of  the  pasture — white,  green,  and 
gold. 

When  the  path  enters  the  mowing-grass,  ripe  for 
the  scythe,  the  simplicity  of  these  cardinal  hues  is 
lost  in  the  multitude  of  shades  and  the  addition  of 
other  colours.  The  surface  of  mowing-grass  is  indeed 
made  up  of  so  many  tints  that  at  the  first  glance  it  is 
confusing ; and  hence,  perhaps,  it  is  that  hardly  ever 
has  an  artist  succeeded  in  getting  the  effect  upon 
canvas.  Of  the  million  blades  of  grass  no  two  are  of 
the  same  shade. 
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Pluck  a handful  and  spread  them  out  side  by  side 
and  this  is  at  once  evident.  Nor  is  any  single  blade 
the  same  shade  all  the  way  up.  There  may  be  a 
faint  yellow  towards  the  root,  a full  green  about  the 
middle,  at  the  tip  perhaps  the  hot  sun  has  scorched 
it,  and  there  is  a trace  of  brown.  The  older  grass, 
which  comes  up  earliest,  is  distinctly  different  in  tint 
from  that  which  has  but  just  reached  its  greatest 
height,  and  in  which  the  sap  has  not  yet  stood  still. 

Under  all  there  is  the  new  grass,  short,  sweet,  and 
verdant,  springing  up  fresh  between  the  old,  and 
giving  a tone  to  the  rest  as  you  look  down  into  the 
bunches.  Some  blades  are  nearly  grey,  some  the 
palest  green,  and  among  them  others,  torn  from 
the  roots  perhaps  by  rooks  searching  for  grubs,  are 
quite  white.  The  very  track  of  a rook  through  the 
grass  leaves  a different  shade  each  side,  as  the  blades 
are  bent  or  trampled  down. 

The  stalks  of  the  bennets  vary,  some  green,  some 
yellowish,  some  brown,  some  approaching  whiteness, 
according  to  age  and  the  condition  of  the  sap.  Their 
tops,  too,  are  never  the  same,  whether  the  pollen 
clings  to  the  surface  or  whether  it  has  gone.  Here 
the  green  is  almost  lost  in  red,  or  quite ; here  the 
grass  has  a soft,  velvety  look ; yonder  it  is  hard  and 
wiry,  and  again  graceful  and  drooping.  Here  there  are 
bunches  so  rankly  verdant  that  no  flower  is  visible  and 
no  other  tint  but  dark  green  ; here  it  is  thin  and  short, 
and  the  flowers,  and  almost  the  turf  itself,  can  be  seen ; 
then  there  is  an  array  of  bennets  (stalks  which  bear 
the  grass-seed)  with  scarcely  any  grass  proper. 

Every  variety  of  grass — and  they  are  many — has 
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its  own  colour,  and  every  blade  of  every  variety  has 
its  individual  variations  of  that  colour.  The  rain 
falls,  and  there  is  a darker  tint  at  large  upon  the 
field,  fresh  but  darker ; the  sun  shines  and  at  first 
the  hue  is  lighter,  but  presently  if  the  heat  last  a 
brown  comes.  The  wind  blows,  and  immediately  as 
the  waves  of  grass  roll  across  the  meadow  a paler  tint 
follows  it. 

A clouded  sky  dulls  the  herbage,  a cloudless  heaven 
brightens  it,  so  that  the  grass  almost  reflects  the- 
firmament  like  water.  At  sunset  the  rosy  rays  bring, 
out  every  tint  of  red  or  purple.  At  noonday,  watch  as 
alternate  shadow  and  sunshine  come  one  after  the 
other  as  the  clouds  are  wafted  over.  By  moonlight 
perhaps  the  white  ox-eyed  daisies  show  the  most. 
But  never  will  you  find  the  mowing  grass  in  the  same 
field  looking  twice  alike. 

Come  again  the  day  after  to-morrow  only,  and 
there  is  a change ; some  of  the  grass  is  riper,  some 
is  thicker,  with  further  blades  which  have  pushed  up, 
some  browner.  Cold  northern  winds  cause  it  to  wear 
a dry,  withered  aspect ; under  warm  showers  it  visibly 
opens  itself ; in  a hurricane  it  tosses  itself  wildly  to 
and  fro ; it  laughs  under  the  sunshine. 

There  are  thick  bunches  by  the  footpath,  which 
hang  over  and  brush  the  feet.  While  approaching 
there  seems  nothing  there  except  grass,  but  in  the 
act  of  passing,  and  thus  looking  straight  down  into 
them,  there  are  blue  eyes  at  the  bottom  gazing  up. 
These  specks  of  blue  sky  hidden  in  the  grass  tempt 
the  hand  to  gather  them,  but  then  you  cannot  gather 
the  whole  field. 
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Behind  the  bunches  where  the  grass  is  thinner  are 
the  heads  of  purple  clover ; pluck  one  of  these, 
and  while  meditating  draw  forth  petal  after  petal  and 
imbibe  the  honey  with  the  lips  till  nothing  remains  but 
the  green  framework,  like  stolen  jewellery  from  which 
the  gems  have  been  taken.  Torn  pink  ragged  robins 
through  whose  petals  a comb  seems  to  have  been  re- 
morselessly dragged,  blue  scabious,  red  knapweeds, 
yellow  rattles,  yellow  vetchings  by  the  hedge,  white 
flowering  parsley,  white  campions,  yellow  tormentil, 
golden  buttercups,  white  cuckoo-flowers,  dandelions, 
yarrow,  and  so  on,  all  carelessly  sown  broadcast 
without  order  or  method,  just  as  negligently  as  they 
are  named  here,  first  remembered,  first  mentioned, 
and  many  forgotten. 

Highest  and  coarsest  of  texture,  the  red-tipped 
sorrel — a crumbling  red — so  thick  and  plentiful  that 
at  sunset  the  whole  mead  becomes  reddened.  If  these 
were  in  any  way  set  in  order  or  design,  howsoever 
entangled,  the  eye  might,  as  it  were,  get  at  them  for 
reproduction.  But  just  where  there  should  be  flowers 
there  are  none,  whilst  in  odd  places  where  there  are 
none  required  there  are  plenty. 

In  hollows,  out  of  sight  till  stumbled  on,  is  a mass 
of  colour ; on  the  higher  foreground  only  a dull 
brownish  green.  Walk  all  round  the  meadow,  and 
still  no  vantage  point  can  be  found  where  the  herbage 
groups  itself,  whence  a scheme  of  colour  is  perceivable. 
There  is  no  “ artistic  ” arrangement  anywhere. 

So,  too,  with  the  colours — of  the  shades  of  green 
something  has  already  been  said— and  here  are 
bright  blues  and  bright  greens,  yellows  and  pinks, 
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positive  discords  and  absolute  antagonisms  of  tint 
side  by  side,  yet  without  jarring  the  eye.  Green 
all  round,  the  trees  ■ and  hedges ; blue  overhead,  the 
sky ; purple  and  gold  westward,  where  the  sun  sinks. 
No  part  of  this  grass  can  be  represented  by  a blur  or 
broad  streak  of  colour,  for  it  is  not  made  up  of  broad 
streaks.  It  is  composed  of  innumerable  items  of  grass 
blade  and  flower,  each  in  itself  coloured  and  different 
from  its  neighbour.  Not  one  of  these  must  be  slurred 
over  if  you  wish  to  get  the  same  effect. 

Then  there  are  drifting  specks  of  colour  which 
cannot  be  fixed.  Butterflies,  white,  parti-coloured, 
brown,  and  spotted,  and  light  blue  flutter  along  beside 
the  footpath ; two  white  ones  wheel  about  each  other, 
rising  higher  at  every  turn  till  they  are  lost  and  no 
more  to  be  distinguished  against  a shining  white  cloud. 
Large  dark  humble  bees  roam  slowly,  and  honey  bees 
with  more  decided  flight.  Glistening  beetles,  green 
and  gold,  run  across  the  bare  earth  of  the  path, 
coming  from  one  crack  in  the  dry  ground  and  dis- 
appearing in  the  (to  them)  mighty  chasm  of  another. 

Tiny  green  “hoppers” — odd  creatures  shaped  some- 
thing like  the  fancy  frogs  of  children’s  story-books — 
alight  upon  it  after  a spring,  and  pausing  a second, 
with  another  toss  themselves  as  high  as  the  highest 
bennet  (veritable  elm-trees  by  comparison),  to  fall 
anywhere  out  of  sight  in  the  grass.  Reddish  ants 
hurry  over.  Time  is  money;  and  their  business 
brooks  no  delay. 

Bee-like  flies  of  many  stripes  and  parti-coloured 
robes  face  you,  suspended  in  the  air  with  wings 
vibrating  so  swiftly  as  to  be  unseen ; then  suddenly 
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jerk  themselves  a few  yards,  to  recommence  hovering. 
A greenfinch  rises  with  a yellow  gleam  and  a sweet 
note  from  the  grass,  and  is  off  with  something  for  his 
brood,  or  a starling,  solitary  now,  for  his  mate  is  in 
the  nest,  startled  from  his  questing,  goes  straight 
away. 

Dark  starlings,  greenfinch,  gilded  fly,  glistening 
beetle,  blue  butterfly,  humble  bee  with  scarf  about  his 
thick  waist,  add  their  moving  dots  of  colour  to  the 
surface.  There  is  no  design,  no  balance,  nothing 
like  a pattern  perfect  on  the  right-hand  side,  and 
exactly  equal  on  the  left-hand.  Even  trees  which 
have  some  semblance  of  balance  in  form  are  not 
really  so,  and  as  you  walk  round  them  so  their  outline 
changes. 

Now  the  path  approaches  a stile  set  deep  in  thorns 
and  brambles,  and  hardly  to  be  gained  for  curved 
hooks  and  prickles.  But  on  the  briars  June  roses 
bloom,  arches  of  flowers  over  nettles,  burdock,  and 
rushes  in  the  ditch  beneath.  Sweet  roses — buds  yet 
unrolled,  white  and  conical;  roses  half  open  and 
pink  tinted;  roses  widespread,  the  petals  curling 
backwards  on  the  hedge,  abandoning  their  beauty  to 
the  sun.  In  the  pasture  over  the  stile  a roan  cow 
feeds  unmoved,  calmly  content,  gathering  the  grass 
with  rough  tongue.  It  is  not  only  what  you  actually 
see  along  the  path,  but  what  you  remember  to  have 
seen,  that  gives  it  its  beauty. 

From  hence  the  path  skirts  the  hedge  enclosing  a 
copse,  part  of  which  had  been  cut  in  the  winter,  so 
that  a few  weeks  since  in  spring  the  bluebells  could 
be  seen,  instead  of  being  concealed  by  the  ash  branches 
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and  the  woodbine.  Among  them  grew  one  with  white 
bells,  like  a lily,  solitary  in  the  midst  of  the  azure 
throng.  A “ drive,”  or  green  lane  passing  between 
the  ash-stoles,  went  into  the  copse,  with  tufts  of 
tussocky  grass  on  either  side  and  rush  bunches,  till 
further  away  the  overhanging  branches,  where  the 
poles  were  uncut,  hid  its  course. 

Already  the  grass  has  hidden  the  ruts  left  by  the 
timber  carriages— the  last  came  by  on  May-day  with 
ribbons  of  orange,  red,  and  blue  on  the  horses’  heads 
for  honour  of  the  day.  Another,  which  went  past  in 
the  wintry  weeks  of  the  early  year,  was  drawn  by  a 
team  wearing  the  ancient  harness  with  bells  under 
high  hoods,  or  belfries,  bells  well  attuned,  too,  and  not 
far  inferior  to  those  rung  by  handbell  men.  The  beat 
of  the  three  horses’  hoofs  sounds  like  the  drum  that 
marks  time  to  the  chime  upon  their  backs.  Seldom, 
even  in  the  far  away  country,  can  that  pleasant  chime 
be  heard. 

But  now  the  timber  is  all  gone,  the  ruts  are  hidden, 
and  the  tall  spruce  firs,  whose  graceful  branches  were 
then  almost  yellow  with  young  needles  on  the  tip,  are 
now  clothed  in  fresh  green.  On  the  bank  there  is  a 
flower  which  is  often  gathered  for  the  forget-me-not, 
and  is  not  unlike  it  at  the  first  glance ; but  if  the  two 
be  placed  side  by  side,  this,  the  scorpion  grass,  is  but 
a pale  imitation  of  the  true  plant ; its  petals  vary  in 
colour  and  are  often  dull,  and  it  has  not  the  yellow 
central  spot.  Yet  it  is  not  unfrequently  sold  in  pots  in 
the  shops  as  forget-me-not.  It  flowers  on  the  bank, 
high  above  the  water  of  the  ditch. 

The  true  forget-me-not  can  hardly  be  seen  in  pass- 
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in",  so  much  does  it  nestle  under  flags  and  behind 
sedges,  and  it  is  not  easy  to  gather  because  it  flowers 
on  the  very  verge  of  the  running  stream.  The  shore 
is  bordered  with  matted  vegetation,  aquatic  grass,  and 
flags  and  weeds,  and  outside  these,  where  its  leaves 
are  washed  and  purified  by  the  clear  stream,  its  blue 
petals  open.  Be  cautious,  therefore,  in  reaching  for 
the  forget-me-not,  lest  the  bank  be  treacherous. 

It  was  near  this  copse  that  in  early  spring  I stayed 
to  gather  some  white  sweet  violets,  for  the  true  wild 
violet  is  very  nearly  white.  I stood  close  to  a hedger 
and  ditcher,  who,  standing  on  a board,  was  cleaning 
out  the  mud  that  the  water  might  run  freely.  He 
went  on  with  his  work,  taking  not  the  least  notice  of 
an  idler,  but  intent  upon  his  labour,  as  a good  and 
true  man  should  be.  But  when  I spoke  to  him  he 
answered  me  in  clear,  well  chosen  language,  well 
pronounced,  “ in  good  set  terms.” 

No  slurring  of  consonants  and  broadening  of  vowels, 
no  involved  and  backward  construction  depending  on 
the  listener’s  previous  knowledge  for  comprehension, 
no  half  sentences  indicating  rather  than  explaining, 
but  correct  sentences.  With  his  shoes  almost  covered 
by  the  muddy  water,  his  hands  black  and  grimy,  his 
brown  face  splashed  with  mud,  leaning  on  his  shovel 
he  stood  and  talked  from  the  deep  ditch,  not  much 
more  than  head  and  shoulders  visible  above  it.  It 
seemed  a voice  from  the  very  earth,  speaking  of 
education,  change,  and  possibilities. 

The  copse  is  now  filling  up  with  undergrowth  ; the 
brambles  are.  spreading,  the  briars  extending,  masses 
of  nettles,  and  thistles  like  saplings  in  size  and 
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height,  crowding  the  spaces  between  the  ash-stoles. 
By  the  banks  great  cow-parsnips  or  “ gix  ” have 
opened  their  broad  heads  of  white  flowers ; teazles 
have  lifted  themselves  into  view,  every  opening  is 
occupied.  There  is  a scent  of  elder  flowers,  the 
meadow-sweet  is  pushing  up,  and  will  soon  be  out, 
and  an  odour  of  new-mown  hay  floats  on  the 
breeze. 

From  the  oak  green  caterpillars  slide  down  threads 
of  their  own  making  to  the  bushes  below,  but  they  are 
running  terrible  risk.  For  a pah*  of  white-throats 
or  “ nettle-creepers  ” are  on  the  watch,  and  seize  the 
green  creeping  things  crossways  in  their  beaks.  Then, 
they  perch  on  a branch  three  or  four  yards  only  from 
where  I stand,  silent  and  motionless,  and  glance  first 
at  me  and  next  at  a bush  of  bramble  which  projects 
out  to  the  edge  of  the  footpath.  So  long  as  my  eyes 
are  turned  aside,  or  half  closed,  the  bird  perches  on 
the  branch,  gaining  confidence  every  moment.  The 
instant  I open  my  eyes,  or  move  them,  or  glance 
towards  him,  without  either  movement  of  head,  hand, 
or  foot,  he  is  off  to  the  oak. 

His  tiny  eyes  are  intent  on  mine ; the  moment  he 
catches  my  glance  he  retires.  But  in  half  a minute 
affection  brings  him  back,  still  with  the  caterpillar  in 
his  beak,  to  the  same  branch.  Whilst  I have  patience 
to  look  the  other  way  there  he  stays,  but  again  a 
glance  sends  him  awray.  This  is  repeated  four  or  five 
times,  till,  finally,  convinced  that  I mean  no  harm, 
and  yet  timorous  and  fearful  of  betrayal  even  in  the 
act,  he  dives  down  into  the  bramble  bush. 

After  a brief  interval  he  reappears  on  the  other  side 
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of  it,  having  travelled  through  and  left  his  prey  with 
his  brood  in  the  nest  there.  Assured  by  his  success 
his  mate  follows  now,  and  once  having  done  it,  they 
continue  to  bring  caterpillars,  apparently  as  fast  as 
they  can  pass  between  the  trees  and  the  bush.  They 
always  enter  the  bush,  which  is  scarcely  two  yards 
from  me,  on  one  side,  pass  through  in  the  same 
direction,  and  emerge  on  the  other  side,  having  thus 
regular  places  of  entrance  and  exit. 

As  I stand  watching  these  birds  a flock  of  rooks 
goes  over,  they  have  left  the  nesting  trees,  and  fly 
together  again.  Perhaps  this  custom  of  nesting 
together  in  adjacent  trees  and  using  the  same  one 
year  after  year  is  not  so  free  from  cares  and  jealousies 
as  the  solitary  plan  of  the  little  white-throats  here. 
Last  March  I was  standing  near  a rookery,  noting  the 
contention  and  quarrelling,  the  downright  tyranny, 
and  brigandage  which  is  carried  on  there.  The  very 
sound  of  the  cawing,  sharp  and  angry,  conveys  the 
impression  of  hate  and  envy. 

Two  rooks  in  succession  flew  to  a nest  the  owners 
of  which  were  absent,  and  deliberately  picked  a great 
part  of  it  to  pieces,  taking  the  twigs  for  their  own  use. 
Unless  the  rook,  therefore,  be  ever  in  his  castle  his 
labour  is  torn  down,  and,  as  with  men  in  the  fierce 
struggle  for  wealth,  the  meanest  advantages  are  seized 
on.  So  strong  is  the  rook’s  bill  that  he  tears  living 
twigs  of  some  size  with  it  from  the  bough.  The 
white-throats  were  without  such  envy  and  contention. 

From  hence  the  footpath,  leaving  the  copse, 
descends  into  a hollow,  with  a streamlet  flowing 
through  a little  meadow,  barely  an  acre,  with  a pollard 
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oak  in  the  centre,  the  rising  ground  on  Wo  sides 
shutting  out  all  but  the  sky,  and  on  the  third  another 
wood.  Such  a dreamy  hollow  might  be  painted  for 
a glade  in  the  Forest  of  Arden,  and  there  on  the  sward 
and  leaning  against  the  ancient  oak  one  might  read 
the  play  through  without  being  disturbed  by  a single 
passer  by.  A few  steps  further  and  the  stile  opens  on 
a road. 

There  the  teams  travel  with  rows  of  brazen  spangles 
down  their  necks,  some  with  a wheatslieaf  for  design, 
some  with  a swan.  The  road  itself,  if  you  follow  it, 
dips  into  a valley  where  the  horses  must  splash  through 
the  water  of  a brook  spread  out  some  fifteen  or  twenty 
yards  wide ; for,  after  the  primitive  Surrey  fashion, 
there  is  no  bridge  for  waggons.  A narrow  wooden 
structure  bears  foot-passengers ; you  cannot  but  linger 
half  across  and  look  down  into  its  clear  stream.  Up 
the  current  where  it  issues  from  the  fields  and 
falls  over  a slight  obstacle  the  sunlight  plays  and 
glances. 

A great  hawthorn  bush  grows  on  the  bank ; in 
spring,  white  with  May ; in  autumn,  red  with  haws  or 
peggles.  To  the  shallow  shore  of  the  brook,  where  it 
washes  the  flints  and  moistens  the  dust,  the  house- 
martins  come  for  mortar.  A constant  succession  of 
birds  arrive  all  day  long  to  chink  at  the  clear  stream, 
often  alighting  on  the  fragments  of  chalk  and  flint 
which  stand  in  the  water,  and  are  to  them  as  rocks. 

Another  footpath  leads  from  the  road  across  the 
meadows  to  where  the  brook  is  spanned  by  the 
strangest  bridge,  built  of  brick,  with  one  arch,  but 
only  just  wide  enough  for  a single  person  to  walk,  and 
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with  parapets  only  four  or  five  inches  high.  It  is 
thrown  aslant  the  stream,  and  not  straight  across  it, 
and  has  a long  brick  approach.  It  is  not  unlike — on 
a small  scale — the  bridges  seen  in  views  of  Eastern 
travel.  Another  path  leads  to  a hamlet,  consisting  of 
a church,  a farmhouse,  and  three  or  four  cottages — 
a veritable  hamlet  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

In  a village  a few  miles  distant,  as  you  walk 
between  cherry  and  pear  orchards,  you  pass  a little 
shop — the  sweets,  and  twine,  and  trifles  are  such  as 
may  be  seen  in  similar  windows  a hundred  miles 
distant.  There  is  the  very  wooden  measure  for  nuts, 
which  has  been  used  time  out  of  mind,  in  the  distant 
country.  Out  again  into  the  road  as  the  sun  sinks, 
and  westwards  the  wind  lifts  a cloud  of  dust,  which  is 
lit  up  and  made  rosy  by  the  rays  passing  through  it. 
For  such  is  the  beauty  of  the  sunlight  that  it  can 
impart  a glory  even  to  dust. 

Once  more,  never  go  by  a stile  (that  does  not  look 
private)  without  getting  over  it  and  following  the  path. 
But  they  all  end  in  one  place.  After  rambling  across 
furze  and  heath,  or  through  dark  fir  woods ; after 
lingering  in  the  meadows  among  the  buttercups, 
or  by  the  copses  where  the  pheasants  crow;  after 
gathering  June  roses,  or,  in  later  days,  staining  the 
lips  with  blackberries  or  cracking  nuts,  by-and-by  the 
path  brings  you  in  sight  of  a railway  station.  And 
the  railway  station,  through  some  process  of  mind, 
presently  compels  you  to  go  up  on  the  platform,  and 
after  a little  puffing  and  revolution  of  wheels  you 
emerge  at  Charing-cross,  or  London  Bridge,  or 
Waterloo,  or  Ludgate-hill,  and,  with  the  freshness  of 
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the  meadows  still  clinging  to  your  coat,  mingle  with 
the  crowd. 

The  inevitable  end  of  every  footpath  round  about 
London  is  London.  All  paths  go  thither. 

If  it  were  far  away  in  the  distant  country  you  might 
sit  down  in  the  shadow  upon  the  hay  and  fall  asleep, 
or  dream  awake  hour  after  hour.  There  would  be  no 
inclination  to  move.  But  if  you  sat  down  on  the  sward 
under  the  ancient  pollard  oak  in  the  little  mead  with 
the  brook,  and  the  wood  of  which  I spoke  just  now  as 
like  a glade  in  the  enchanted  Forest  of  Arden,  this 
would  not  be  possible.  It  is  the  proximity  of  the 
immense  City  which  induces  a mental,  a nerve- 
restlessness.  As  you  sit  and  would  dream  a 
something  plucks  at  the  mind  with  constant  reminder; 
you  cannot  dream  for  long,  you  must  up  and  away, 
and,  turn  in  which  direction  you  please,  ultimately  it 
will  lead  you  to  London. 

There  is  a fascination  in  it ; there  is  a magnetism 
stronger  than  that  of  the  rock  which  drew  the  nails 
from  Sindbad’s  ship.  You  are  like  a bird  let  out  with 
a string  tied  to  the  foot  to  flutter  a little  way  and 
return  again.  It  is  not  business,  for  you  may  have 
none,  in  the  ordinary  sense ; it  is  not  “ society,”  it 
is  not  pleasure.  It  is  the  presence  of  man  in  his 
myriads.  There  is  something  in  the  heart  which 
cannot  be  satisfied  away  from  it. 

It  is  a curious  thing  that  your  next-door  neighbour 
may  be  a stranger,  but  there  are  no  strangers  in  a 
vast  crowd.  They  all  seem  to  have  some  relation- 
ship, or  rather,  perhaps,  they  do  not  rouse  the  sense 
of  reserve  w'hich  a single  unknown  person  might. 
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Still,  the  impulse  is  not  to  be  analysed;  these  are 
mere  notes  acknowledging  its  power.  The  hills  and 
vales,  and  meads  and  woods  are  like  the  ocean  upon 
which  Sindbad  sailed ; but  coming  too  near  the  load- 
stone of  London,  the  ship  wends  thither,  whether  or 
no. 

At  least  it  is  so  with  me,  and  I often  go  to  London 
without  any  object  whatever,  but  just  because  I must, 
and,  arriving  there,  wander  whithersoever  the  hurrying 
throng  carries  me. 
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FLOCKS  OF  BIRDS. 

A certain  road  leading  outwards  from  a suburb, 
enters  at  once  among  fields.  It  soon  passes  a thick 
hedge  dividing  a meadow  from  a cornfield,  in  which 
hedge  is  a spot  where  some  bluebells  may  be  found  in 
spring.  Wild  flowers  are  best  seen  when  in  masses, 
a few  scattered  along  a bank  much  concealed  by 
grass  and  foliage  are  lost,  except  indeed,  upon  those 
who  love  them  for  their  own  sake. 

This  meadow  hi  June,  for  instance,  when  the 
butter-cups  are  high,  is  one  broad  expanse  of 
burnished  gold.  The  most  careless  passer-by  can 
hardly  fail  to  cast  a glance  over  acres  of  rich  yellow. 
The  furze,  again,  especially  after  a shower  has  re- 
freshed its  tint,  must  be  seen  by  all.  Where  broom 
grows  thickly,  lifting  its  colour  well  into  view,  or 
where  the  bird’s-foot  lotus  in  full  summer  overruns  • 
the  thin  grass  of  some  upland  pasture,  the  eye  caunot 
choose  but  acknowledge  it.  So,  too,  with  charlock, 
and  with  hill  sides  purple  with  heath,  or  where  the 
woodlands  are  azure  with  bluebells  for  a hundred 
yards  together.  Learning  from  this,  those  wdio  would 
transplant  wild  flowers  to  their  garden  should  arrange 
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to  have  as  many  as  possible  of  the  same  species  close 
together. 

The  blue  bells  in  this  hedge  are  unseen,  except  by 
the  rabbits.  The  latter  have  a large  burrow,  and 
until  the  grass  is  too  tall,  or  after  it  is  cut  or  grazed, 
can  be  watched  from  the  highway.  In  this  hedge  the 
first  nightingale  of  the  year  sings,  beginning  some 
two  or  three  days  before  the  bird  which  comes  to 
the  bushes  in  the  gorse,  which  will  presently  be 
mentioned. 

It  is,  or  rather  was,  a favourite  meadow  with  the 
partridges ; one  summer  there  was,  I think,  a nest  in 
or  near  it,  for  I saw  the  birds  there  daily.  But  the 
next  year  they  were  absent.  One  afternoon  a brace 
of  partridges  came  over  the  hedge  within  a few  inches 
of  my  head;  they  had  been  flushed  and  frightened 
at  some  distance,  and  came  with  the  wind  at  a 
tremendous  pace.  It  is  a habit  with  partridges  to  fly 
low,  but  just  skimming  the  tops  of  the  hedges,  and 
certainly,  had  they  been  three  inches  lower,  they 
must  have  taken  my  hat  off.  The  knowledge  that 
partridges  were  often  about  there  made  me  always 
glance  into  this  field  on  passing  it,  long  after  the 
nesting  season  was  over. 

In  October,  as  I looked  as  usual,  a hawk  flew 
between  the  elms,  and  out  into  the  centre  of  the 
meadow,  with  a large  object  in  his  talons.  He 
alighted  in  the  middle,  so  as  to  be  as  far  as  possible 
from  either  hedge,  and  no  doubt  prepared  to  enjoy 
his  quarry,  when  something  startled  him,  and  he 
rose  again.  Then,  as  I got  a better  view,  I saw  it 
was  a rat  he  was  carrying.  The  long  body  of  the 
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animal  was  distinctly  visible,  and  the  tail  depending, 
the  hawk  had  it  by  the  shoulders  or  head.  Flying 
without  the  least  apparent  effort,  the  bird  cleared  the 
elms,  and  I lost  sight  of  him  beyond  them.  Now, 
the  kestrel  is  but  a small  bird,  and  taking  into 
consideration  the  size  of  the  bird  and  the  weight  of  a 
rat,  it  seems  as  great  a feat  in  proportion  as  for  an 
eagle  to  snatch  up  a lamb. 

Some  distance  up  the  road,  and  in  the  corner  of 
an  arable  field,  there  was  a wheat  rick  which  was 
threshed  and  most  of  the  straw  carted  away.  But 
there  still  remained  the  litter,  and  among  it  x^robably 
a quantity  of  stray  corn.  There  was  always  a flock 
of  sparrows  on  this  litter — a flock  that  might  often 
be  counted  by  the  hundred.  As  I came  near  the  spot 
one  day  a sparrow-hawk,  whose  approach  I had  not 
observed  and  which  had  therefore  been  flying  low, 
suddenly  came  over  the  hedge  just  by  the  loose  straw. 

With  shrill  cries  the  sparrows  instantly  rushed  for 
the  hedge,  not  two  yards  distant;  but  the  hawk, 
dashing  through  the  crowd  of  them  as  they  rose, 
carried  away  a victim.  It  was  done  in  the  tenth  of 
a second.  He  came,  singled  his  bird,  and  was  gone 
like  the  wind,  before  the  whirr  of  wings  had  ceased 
on  the  hawthorn  where  the  flock  cowered. 

Another  time,  but  in  a different  direction,  I saw  a 
hawk  descend  and  either  enter  or  appear  to  enter  a 
short  much-cropped  hedge,  but  twenty  yards  distant. 
I ran  to  the  spot ; the  hawk  of  course  made  off,  but 
there  was  nothing  in  the  bush  save  a hedge  sparrow, 
which  had  probably  attracted  him,  but  which  he  had 
not  succeeded  in  getting. 
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Kestrels  are  almost  common  ; I have  constantly 
seen  them  while  strolling  along  the  road,  generally 
two  together,  and  once  three.  In  the  latter  part 
of  the  summer  and  autumn  they  seem  to  be  most 
numerous,  hovering  over  the  recently  reaped  fields. 
Certainly  there  is  no  scarcity  of  hawks  here.  Upon 
one  occasion,  on  Surbiton-hill,  I saw  a large  bird 
of  the  same  kind,  but  not  sufficiently  near  to  identify. 
From  the  gliding  flight,  the  long  forked  tail,  and 
large  size  I supposed  it  to  be  a kite.  The  same  bird 
•was  going  about  next  day,  hut  still  further  off.  I 
cannot  say  that  it  was  a kite,  for  unless  it  is  a usual 
haunt,  it  is  not  in  my  opinion  wise  to  positively 
identify  a bird  seen  for  so  short  a time. 

The  thick  hedge  mentioned  is  a favourite  resort 
of  blackbirds,  and  on  a warm  May  morning,  after  a 
shower — they  are  extremely  fond  of  a shower — half 
a dozen  may  be  heard  at  once  whistling  in  the  elms. 
They  use  the  elms  here  because  there  are  not  many 
oaks ; the  oak  is  the  blackbird’s  favourite  song-tree. 
There  was  one  one  day  whistling  with  all  his  might 
on  the  lower  branch  of  an  elm,  at  the  very  roadside, 
and  just  above  him  a wood-pigeon  was  perched.  A 
pair  of  turtle  doves  built  in  the  same  hedge  one 
spring,  and  while  resting  on  the  gate  by  the  roadside 
their  “coo-coo”  mingled  with  the  song  of  the  night- 
ingale find  thrush,  the  blackbird’s  whistle,  the  chiff- 
chaff’s  “chip-chip,”  the  willow-wren’s  pleading  voice, 
and  the  rustle  of  green  corn  as  the  wind  came  rushing 
(as  it  always  does  to  a gateway). 

Goldfinches  come  by  occasionally,  not  often,  but 
still  they  do  come.  The  rarest  bird  seems  to  be  the 
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bullfinch.  I have  only  seen  bullfinches  three  or  four 
times  in  three  seasons,  and  then  only  a pair.  Now, 
this  is  worthy  a note,  as  illustrating  what  I have 
often  ventured  to  say  about  the  habitat  of  birds  being 
so  often  local,  for  if  judged  by  observation  here  the 
bullfinch  would  be  said  to  be  a scarce  bird  by  London. 
But  it  has  been  stated  upon  the  best  authority  that 
only  a few  miles  distant,  and  still  nearer  town,  they 
are  common. 

The  road  now  becomes  bordered  by  elms  on  either 
side,  forming  an  irregular  avenue.  Almost  every 
elm  in  spring  has  its  chaffinch  loudly  challenging. 
The  birdeatchers  are  aware  that  it  is  a frequented 
resort,  and  on  Sunday  mornings  four  or  five  of  them 
used  to  be  seen  in  the  course  of  a mile,  each  with  a 
call  bird  in  a partly  darkened  cage,  a stuffed  dummy, 
and  limed  twigs.  In  the  corn  fields  on  either  hand 
wood-pigeons  are  numerous  in  spring  and  autumn. 
Up  to  April  they  come  in  flocks,  feeding  on  the  newly- 
sown  grain  when  they  can  get  at  it,  and  varying  it 
with  ivy  berries,  from  the  ivy  growing  up  the  elms. 
By  degrees  the  flocks  break  up  as  the  nesting  begins 
in  earnest. 

Some  pair  and  build  much  earlier  than  others  ; in 
fact,  the  first  egg  recorded  is  very  little  to  be  depended 
on  as  an  indication.  Particular  pairs  (of  many  kinds 
of  birds)  may  have  nests,  and  yet  the  species  as  a 
species  may  be  still  flying  in  large  packs.  The  flocks 
which  settle  in  these  fields  number  from  one  to  two 
hundred.  Books,  wood-pigeons,  and  tame  white 
pigeons  often  feed  amicably  mixed  up  together ; the 
white  tame  birds  are  conspicuous  at  a long  distance 
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before  the  crops  have  risen,  or  after  the  stubble  is 
ploughed. 

I should  think  that  the  corn  farmers  of  Surrey  lose 
more  grain  from  the  birds  than  the  agriculturists 
whose  tenancies  are  a hundred  miles  from  London.  In 
the  comparatively  wild  or  open  districts  to  which  I 
had  been  accustomed  before  I made  these  observations 
I cannot  recollect  ever  seeing  such  vast  numbers  of 
birds.  There  were  places,  of  course,  where  they  were 
numerous,  and  there  were  several  kinds  more  repre- 
sented than  is  the  case  here,  and  some  that  are 
scarcely  represented  at  all.  I have  seen  flocks  of 
wood-pigeons  immensely  larger  than  any  here;  but 
then  it  was  only  occasionally  They  came,  passed 
over,  and  were  gone.  Here  the  flocks,  though  not 
very  numerous,  seem  always  to  be  about. 

Sparrows  crowd  every  hedge  and  field,  their  numbers 
are  incredible ; chaffinches  are  not  to  be  counted ; of 
greenfinches  there  must  be  thousands.  From  the 
railway  even  you  can  see  them.  I caught  glimpses  of 
a ploughed  field  recently  sown  one  spring  from  the 
window  of  a railway  carriage,  every  little  clod  of 
which  seemed  alive  with  small  birds,  principally 
sparrows,  chaffinches,  and  greenfinches.  There  must 
have  been  thousands  in  that  field  alone.  In  autumn 
the  numbers  are  even  greater,  or  rather  more 
apparent. 

One  autumn  some  correspondence  appeared  lament- 
ing the  scarcity  of  small  birds  (and  again  in  the  spring 
the  same  cry  was  raised) ; people  said  that  they  had 
walked  along  the  roads  or  footpaths  and  there  were 
none  in  the  hedges.  They  were  quite  correct — the 
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birds  were  not  in  the  hedges,  they  were  in  the  corn 
and  stubble.  After  the  nesting  is  well  over  and  the 
wheat  is  ripe  the  birds  leave  the  hedges  and  go  out 
into  the  wheatfields  ; at  the  same  time  the  sparrows 
quit  the  house-tops  and  gardens  and  do  the  same.  At 
the  very  time  this  complaint  was  raised,  the  stubbles 
in  Surrey,  as  I can  vouch,  were  crowded  with  small 
birds. 

If  you  walked  across  the  stubble  flocks  of  hundreds 
rose  out  of  your  way ; if  you  leant  on  a gate  and 
watched  a few  minutes  you  could  see  small  flocks  in 
every  quarter  of  the  field  rising  and  settling  again. 
These  movements  indicated  a larger  number  in  the 
stubble  there,  for  where  a great  flock  is  feeding  some 
few  every  now  and  then  fly  up  restlessly.  Earlier 
than  that  in  the  summer  there  was  not  a wheatfield 
where  you  could  not  find  numerous  wheatears  picked 
as  clean  as  if  threshed  where  they  stood.  In  some 
places,  the  wheat  was  quite  thinned. 

Later  in  the  year  there  seems  a movement  of  small 
birds  from  the  lower  to  the  higher  lands.  One 
December  day  I remember  particularly  visiting  the 
neighbourhood  of  Ewell,  where  the  lands  begin  to  rise 
up  towards  the  Downs.  Certainly,  I have  seldom 
seen  such  vast  numbers  of  small  birds.  Up  from  the 
stubble  flew  sparrows,  chaffinches,  greenfinches, 
yellow-hammers,  in  such  flocks  that  the  low-cropped 
hedge  was  covered  with  them.  A second  correspond- 
ence appeared  in  the  spring  upon  the  same  subject, 
and  again  the  scarcity  of  small  birds  was  deplored. 

So  far  as  the  neighbourhood  of  London  was  con- 
cerned, this  was  the  exact  reverse  of  the  truth. 
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Small  birds  swarmed,  as  I have  already  stated,  in 
every  ploughed  field.  All  the  birdcatchers  in  London 
with  traps  and  nets  and  limed  twigs  could  never  make 
the  slightest  appreciable  difference  to  such  flocks.  I 
have  always  expressed  my  detestation  of  the  bird- 
catcher  ; but  it  is  founded  on  other  grounds,  and  not 
from  any  fear  of  the  diminution  of  numbers  only. 
Where  the  birdcatcher  does  inflict  irretrievable  injury 
is  in  this  way — a bird,  say  a nightingale,  say  a gold- 
finch, has  had  a nest  for  years  in  the  corner  of  a 
garden,  or  an  apple-tree  in  an  orchard.  The  bird- 
catcher  presently  decoys  one  or  other  of  these,  and 
thenceforward  the  spot  is  deserted.  The  song  is 
heard  no  more ; the  nest  never  again  rebuilt. 

The  first  spring  I resided  in  Surrey  I was  fairly 
astonished  and  delighted  at  the  bird  life  which 
proclaimed  itself  everywhere.  The  bevies  of  chiffchaffs 
and  willow  wrens  which  came  to  the  thickets  in  the 
furze,  the  chorus  of  thrushes  and  blackbirds,  the 
chaffinches  in  the  elms,  the  greenfinches  in  the  hedges, 
wood-pigeons  and  turtle-doves  in  the  copses,  tree  pipits 
about  the  oaks  in  the  cornfields ; every  bush,  every 
tree,  almost  every  clod,  for  the  larks  were  so  many, 
seemed  to  have  its  songster.  As  for  nightingales,  I 
never  knew  so  many  in  the  most  secluded  country. 

There  are  more  round  about  London  than  in  all  the 
woodlands  I used  to  ramble  through.  When  people 
go  into  the  country  they  really  leave  the  birds  behind 
them.  It  was  the  same,  I found,  after  longer  observa- 
tion, with  birds  perhaps  less  widely  known  as  with 
those  universally  recognized — such,  for  instance,  as 
shrikes.  The  winter  when  the  cry  was  raised  that 
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there  were  no  birds,  that  the  blackbirds  and  thrushes 
had  left  the  lawns  and  must  be  dead,  and  how  wicked 
it  would  be  to  take  a nest  next  year,  I had  not  the 
least  difficult}^  in  finding  plenty  of  them. 

They  had  simply  gone  to  the  water  meadows,  the 
brooks,  and  moist  places  generally.  Every  locality 
where  running  water  kept  the  ground  moist  and  per- 
mitted of  movement  among  the  creeping  things  which 
form  these  birds’  food,  was  naturally  resorted  to. 
Thrushes  and  blackbirds,  although  they  do  not  pack — 
that  is,  regularly  fly  in  flocks — undoubtedly  migrate 
when  pressed  by  weather. 

They  are  well  known  to  arrive  on  the  east  coast 
from  Norway  in  numbers  as  the  cold  increases.  I see 
no  reason  why  we  may  not  suppose  that  in  very  severe 
and  continued  frost  the  thrushes  and  blackbirds  round 
London  fly  westwards  towards  the  milder  side  of 
the  island.  It  seems  to  me  that  when,  some  jrears 
since,  I used  to  stroll  round  the  water  meadows  in  a 
western  county  for  snipes  in  frosty  weather,  the 
hedges  were  full  of  thrushes  and  blackbirds — quite 
full  of  them. 

Now,  though  there  were  thrushes  and  blackbirds 
about  the  brooks  by  London  last  winter,  there  were 
few  in  the  hedges  generally.  Had  they,  then,  flown 
westwards  ? It  is  my  belief  that  they  had.  They 
had  left  the  hard-bound  ground  about  London  for  the 
softer  and  moister  lands  farther  west.  They  had 
crossed  the  rain-line.  When  frost  prevents  access  to 
food  in  the  east,  thrushes  and  blackbirds  move  west- 
wards, just  as  the  fieldfares  and  redwings  do. 

That  the  fieldfares  and  redwings  do  so  I can  say  with 
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confidence,  because,  as  they  move  in  large  flocks,  there 
is  no  difficulty  in  tracing  the  direction  in  which  they 
are  going.  They  all  went  west  when  the  severe 
weather  began.  On  the  southern  side  of  London, 
at  least  in  the  districts  I am  best  acquainted  with, 
there  was  hardly  a fieldfare  or  redwing  to  be  seen  for 
weeks  and  even  months.  Towards  spring  they  came 
back,  flying  east  for  Norway.  As  thrushes  and  black- 
birds move  singly,  and  not  with  concerted  action,  their 
motions  cannot  be  determined  with  such  precision,  but 
all  the  facts  are  in  favour  of  the  belief  that  they  also 
went  west. 

That  they  were  killed  by  the  frost  and  snow  I utterly 
refuse  to  credit.  Some  few,  no  doubt,  were — I saw 
some  greatly  enfeebled  by  starvation — but  not  the 
mass.  If  so  many  had  been  destroyed  their  bodies 
must  have  been  seen  when  there  was  no  foliage  to 
hide  them,  and  no  insects  to  quickly  play  the  sca- 
venger as  in  summer.  Some  were  killed  by  cats ; a 
few  perhaps  by  rats,  for  in  sharp  winters  they  go 
down  into  the  ditches,  and  I saw  a dead  redwing,  torn 
and  disfigured,  at  the  mouth  of  a drain  during  the 
snow,  where  it  might  have  been  fastened  on  by  a rat. 
But  it  is  quite  improbable  that  thousands  died  as  was 
supposed. 

Thrushes  and  blackbirds  are  not  like  rooks.  Books 
are  so  bound  by  tradition  and  habit  that  they  very 
rarely  quit  the  locality  where  they  were  reared.  Their 
whole  lives  are  spent  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  nest 
trees  and  the  woods  where  they  sleep.  They  may 
travel  miles  during  the  day,  but  they  always  come 
back  to  roost.  These  are  the  birds  that  suffer  the 
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most  during  long  frosts  and  snows.  Unable  to  break 
the  chain  that  binds  them  to  one  spot,  they  die  rather 
than  desert  it.  A miserable  time,  indeed,  they  had  of 
it  that  winter,  but  I never  heard  that  any  one  proposed 
feeding  the  rooks,  the  very  birds  that  wanted  it  most. 

Swallows,  again,  were  declared  by  many  to  be  fewer. 
It  is  not  at  all  unlikely  that  they  were  fewer.  The 
wet  season  was  unfavourable  to  them;  still  a good 
deal  of  the  supposed  absence  of  swallows  may  be 
through  the  observer  not  looking  for  them  in  the  right 
place.  If  not  wheeling  in  the  sky,  look  for  them  over 
the  water,  the  river,  or  great  ponds  ; if  not  there,  look 
along  the  moist  fields  or  shady  woodland  meadows. 
They  vary  their  haunts  with  the  state  of  the  atmo- 
sphere, which  causes  insects  to  be  more  numerous  in 
one  place  at  one  time,  and  presently  in  another. 

A very  wet  season  is  more  fatal  than  the  sharpest 
frost ; it  acts  by  practically  reducing  the  births,  leaving 
the  ordinary  death-rate  to  continue.  Consequently, 
as  the  old  birds  die,  there  are  none  (or  fewer)  to  supply 
their  places.  Once  more  let  me  express  the  opinion 
that  there  are  as  many  small  birds  round  London  as 
in  the  country,  and  no  measure  is  needed  to  protect 
the  species  at  large.  Protection,  if  needed,  is  required 
for  the  individual.  Sweep  the  roads  and  lanes  clear 
of  the  birdcatchers,  but  do  not  prevent  a boy  from 
taking  a nest  in  the  open  fields  or  commons.  If  it 
were  made  illegal  to  sell  full-grown  birds,  half  the  evil 
would  be  stopped  at  once  if  the  law  were  enforced. 
The  question  is  full  of  difficulties.  To  prevent  or 
attempt  to  prevent  the  owner  of  a garden  from  shoot- 
ing the  bullfinches  or  blackbirds  and  so  on  that  steal 
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his  fruit,  or  destroy  his  buds,  is  absurd.  It  is  equally 
absurd  to  fine — what  twaddle  ! — a lad  for  taking  a 
bird’s  egg.  The  only  point  upon  which  I am  fully 
clear  is  that  the  birdeatcher  who  takes  birds  on 
land  not  his  own  or  in  his  occupation,  on  public 
property,  as  roads,  wastes,  commons,  and  so  forth, 
ought  to  be  rigidly  put  down.  But  as  for  the  small 
birds  as  a mass,  I am  convinced  that  they  will  never 
cease  out  of  the  land. 

It  is  not  easy  to  progress  far  along  this  road,  because 
every  bird  suggests  so  many  reflections  and  recollec- 
tions. Upon  approaching  the  rising  ground  at  Ewell 
green  plovers  or  peewits  become  plentiful  in  the  corn- 
fields. In  spring  and  early  summer  the  flocks  break  up 
to  some  extent,  and  the  scattered  parties  conduct  their 
nesting  operations  in  the  pastures  or  on  the  downs. 
In  autumn  they  collect  together  again,  and  flocks  of 
fifty  or  more  are  commonly  seen.  Now  and  then  a 
much  larger  flock  comes  down  into  the  plain,  wheeling 
to  and  fro,  and  presently  descending  upon  an  arable 
field,  where  they  cover  the  ground. 
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NIGHTINGALE  ROAD. 

The  wayside  is  open  to  all,  and  that  which  it  affords 
may  he  enjoyed  without  fee ; therefore  it  is  that  I 
return  to  it  so  often.  It  is  a fact  that  common  hedge- 
rows often  yield  more  of  general  interest  than  the 
innermost  recesses  of  carefully  guarded  preserves, 
which  by  day  are  frequently  still,  silent,  and  denuded 
of  everything,  even  of  game ; nor  can  flowers  flourish 
in  such  thick  shade,  nor  where  fir-needles  cover  the 
ground. 

By  the  same  wayside  of  which  I have  already  spoken 
there  is  a birch  copse,  through  which  runs  a road  open 
to  foot  passengers,  hut  not  to  wheel  traffic,  and  also  a 
second  footpath.  From  these  a little  observation  will 
show  that  almost  all  the  life  and  interest  of  the  copse 
is  at,  or  near,  the  edge,  and  can  he  readily  seen  with- 
out trespassing  a single  yard.  Sometimes,  when  it  is 
quiet  in  the  evening  and  the  main  highway  is  com- 
paratively deserted,  a hare  comes  stealing  down  the 
track  through  the  copse  and  after  lingering  there 
awhile  crosses  the  highway  into  the  stubble  on  the 
other  side. 

In  one  of  these  fields,  just  opposite  the  copse,  a 
covey  of  partridges  had  their  rendezvous,  and  I 
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•watched  them  from  the  road,  evening  after  evening, 
issue  one  by  one,  calling ' as  they  appeared  from  a 
breadth  of  mangolds.  Their  sleeping-place  seemed 
to  be  about  a hundred  yards  from  the  wayside. 
Another  arable  field  just  opposite  is  hounded  by  the 
road  with  iron  wire  or  railing,  instead  of  a hedge,  and 
the  low  mound  in  which  the  stakes  are  fixed  swarmed 
one  summer  with  ant-hills  full  of  eggs,  and  a slight 
rustle  in  the  com  as  I approached  told  where  the 
parent  bird  had  just  led  her  chicks  from  the  feast  to 
shelter. 

Passing  into  the  copse  by  the  road,  which  is  metalled 
but  weedgrown  from  lack  of  use,  the  grasshoppers  sing 
from  the  sward  at  the  sides,  but  the  birds  are  silent 
as  the  summer  ends.  Pink  striped  bells  of  convol- 
vulus flower  over  the  flints  and  gravel,  the  stones 
nearly  hidden  by  their  runners  and  leaves ; yellow 
toadflax  or  eggs  and  bacon  grew  here  till  a weeding 
took  place,  since  which  it  has  not  reappeared,  but  in 
its  place  viper’s  bugloss  sprang  up,  a plant  which  was 
not  previously  to  be  found  there.  Hawkweeds,  some 
wild  vetches,  white  yarrow,  thistles,  and  burdocks 
conceal  the  flints  yet  further,  so  that  the  track  has 
the  appearance  of  a green  drive. 

The  slender  birch  and  ash  poles  are  hung  with 
woodbine  and  wild  hops,  both  growing  in  profusion. 
A cream-coloured  wall  of  woodbine  in  flower  extends 
in  one  spot,  in  another  festoons  of  hops  hang  grace- 
fully, and  so  thick  as  to  hide  everything  beyond  them. 
There  is  scarce  a stole  without  its  woodbine  or  hops ; 
many  of  the  poles,  though  larger  than  the  arm,  are 
scored  with  spiral  grooves  left  by  the  bines.  Under 
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these  bushes  of  woodbine  the  nightingales  when 
they  first  arrive  in  spring  are  fond  of  searching 
for  food,  and  dart  on  a grub  with  a low  satisfied 
“ kurr.” 

The  place  is  so  favourite  a resort  with  these  birds 
that  it  might  well  be  called  Nightingale  Copse.  Four 
or  five  may  be  heard  singing  at  once  on  a warm  May 
morning,  and  at  least  two  may  often  be  seen  as  well 
as  heard  at  the  same  time.  They  sometimes  sing 
from  the  trees,  as  well  as  from  the  bushes ; one  was 
singing  one  morning  on  an  elm  branch  which  projected 
over  the  road,  and  under  which  the  van  drivers  jogged 
indifferently  along.  Sometimes  they  sing  from  the 
dark  foliage  of  the  Scotch  firs. 

As  the  summer  wanes  they  haunt  the  hawthorn 
hedge  by  the  roadside,  leaving  the  interior  of  the 
copse,  and  may  often  be  seen  on  the  dry  and  dusty 
sward.  When  chiffcliaff  and  willow-wren  first  come 
they  remain  in  the  treetops,  but  in  the  summer  de- 
scend into  the  lower  bushes,  and,  like  the  nightin- 
gales, come  out  upon  the  sward  by  the  wayside. 
Nightingale  Copse  is  also  a great  favourite  with 
cuckoos.  There  are  a few  oaks  in  it,  and  in  the 
meadows  in  the  rear  many  detached  hawthorn  bushes, 
and  two  or  three  small  groups  of  trees,  chestnuts, 
lime,  and  elm.  From  the  hawthorns  to  the  elms, 
and  from  the  elms  to  the  oaks,  the  cuckoos  continually 
circulate,  calling  as  they  fly. 

One  morning  in  May,  while  resting  on  a rail  in, 
the  copse,  I heard  four  calling  close  by,  the  furthest 
not  a hundred  yards  distant,  and  as  they  continually 
changed  their  positions  flying  round  there  was  always 
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one  in  sight.  They  circled  round  singing ; the  instant 
one  ceased  another  took  it  up,  a perfect  madrigal.  In 
the  evening,  at  eight  o’clock,  I found  them  there  again 
still  singing.  The  same  detached  groups  of  trees  are 
much  frequented  by  wood-pigeons,  especially  towards 
autumn. 

Eooks  prefer  to  perch  on  the  highest  branches, 
wood-pigeons  more  in  the  body  of  the  tree,  and  when 
the  boughs  are  bare  of  leaves  a flock  of  the  latter  may- 
be recognized  in  this  way  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  and 
when  the  difference  of  colour  is  rendered  imperceptible 
by  distance.  The  wood-pigeon  when  perched  has  a 
rounded  appearance ; the  rook  a longer  and  sharper 
outline. 

By  one  corner  of  the  copse  there  is  an  oak,  hollow 
within,  but  still  green  and  flourishing.  The  hollow  is 
black  and  charred  ; some  mischievous  boys  must  have 
lighted  a fire  inside  it,  just  as  the  ploughboys  do  in 
the  far  away  country.  A little  pond  in  the  meadow 
close  by  is  so  overhung  by  another  oak,  and  so  sur- 
rounded with  bramble  and  hawthorn,  that  the  water 
lies  in  perpetual  shade.  It  is  just  the  spot  where,  if 
rabbits  were  about,  one  might  be  found  sitting  out  on 
the  bank  under  the  brambles.  This  overhanging 
oak  was  broken  by  the  famous  October  snow,  1880, 
further  splintered  by  the  gales  of  the  next  year,  and 
its  trunk  is  now  split  from  top  to  bottom  as  if  with 
wedges. 

These  meadows  in  spring  are  full  of  cowslips,  and 
in  one  part  the  meadow-orchis  flourishes.  The 
method  of  making  cowslip  balls  is  universally  known 
to  children,  from  the  most  remote  hamlet  to  the  very 
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verge  of  London,  and  the  little  children  who  dance 
along  the  green  sward  by  the  road  here,  if  they  chance 
to  touch  a nettle,  at  once  search  for  a dock  leaf  to  lay 
on  it  and  assuage  the  smart.  Country  children,  and 
indeed  older  folk,  call  the  foliage  of  the  knotted  fig- 
wort  cutfinger  leaves,  as  they  are  believed  to  assist 
the  cme  of  a cut  or  sore. 

Raspberry  suckers  shoot  up  in  one  part  of  the 
copse ; the  fruit  is  doubtless  eaten  by  the  birds. 
Troops  of  them  come  here,  travelling  along  the  great 
hedge  by  the  wayside,  and  all  seem  to  prefer  the  out- 
side trees  and  hushes  to  the  interior  of  the  copse. 
This  great  hedge  is  as  wide  as  a country  double 
mound,  though  it  has  hut  one  ditch  ; the  thick  haw- 
thorn, blackthorn,  elder,  and  bramble — the  oaks, 
elms,  ashes,  and  firs  form,  in  fact,  almost  a cover 
of  themselves. 

In  the  early  spring,  when  the  east  wind  rushes  with 
bitter  energy  across  the  plains,  this  immense  hedge, 
as  far  as  it  extends,  shelters  the  wayfarer,  the  road 
being  on  the  southern  side,  so  that  he  can  enjoy  such 
gleams  of  sunshine  as  appear.  In  summer  the  place 
is,  of  course  for  the  same  reason,  extremely  warm, 
unless  the  breeze  chances  to  come  up  strong  from  the 
west,  when  it  sweeps  over  the  open  corn  fields  fresh 
and  sweet.  Stoats  and  weasels  are  common  on  the 
mound,  or  crossing  the  road  to  the  corn ; they  seem 
more  numerous  in  autumn,  and  I fear  leveret  and 
partridge  are  thinned  by  them. 

Mice  abound ; in  spring  they  are  sometimes  up  in 
the  blackthorn  bushes,  perhaps  for  the  young  buds. 
In  summer  they  may  often  be  heard  rushing  along 
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the  furrows  across  the  wayside  sward,  scarce  concealed 
by  the  wiry  grass.  Flowers  are  very  local  in  habit  ; 
the  spurge,  for  instance,  which  is  common  in  a road 
parallel  to  this,  is  not  to  be  seen,  and  not  very  much 
cow-parsnip,  or  “ gix,”  one  of  the  most  freely- 
growing  hedge  plants,  which  almost  chokes  the 
mounds  near  by.  Willowherbs,  however,  fill  every 
place  in  the  ditch  here  where  they  can  find  room 
between  the  bushes,  and  the  arum  is  equally  common, 
but  the  lesser  celandine  absent. 

Towards  evening,  as  the  clover  and  vetches  closed 
their  leaves  under  the  dew,  giving  the  fields  a different 
aspect  and  another  green,  I used  occasionally  to  watch 
from  here  a pair  of  herons,  sailing  over  in  their  calm 
serene  way.  Their  flight  was  in  the  direction  of  the 
Thames,  and  they  then  passed  evening  after  evening, 
but  the  following  summer  they  did  not  come.  One 
evening,  later  on  in  autumn,  two  birds  appeared 
descending  across  the  corn  fields  towards  a secluded 
hollow  where  there  was  water,  and,  although  at  a 
considerable  distance,  from  their  manner  of  flight  I 
could  have  no  doubt  they  were  teal. 

The  spotted  leaves  of  the  arum  appeared  in  the 
ditches  in  this  locality  very  nearly  simultaneously  with 
the  first  whistling  of  the  blackbirds  in  February ; last 
spring  the  chiffchaff  sang  soon  after  the  flowering  of 
the  lesser  celandine  (not  in  this  hedge,  but  near  by), 
and  the  first  swift  was  noticed  within  a day  or  two  of 
the  opening  of  the  May  bloom.  Although  not  exactly, 
yet  in  a measure,  the  movements  of  plant  and  bird 
life  correspond. 

In  a closely  cropped  hedge  opposite  this  great 
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mound  (cropped  because  enclosing  a cornfield)  there 
grows  a solitary  shrub  of  the  wayfaring  tree.  Though 
well  known  elsewhere,  there  is  not,  so  far  as  I am 
aware,  another  bush  of  it  for  miles,  and  I should  not 
have  noticed  this  had  not  this  part  of  the  highway 
been  so  pleasant  a place  to  stroll  to  and  fro  in  almost 
all  the  year.  The  twigs  of  the  wayfaring  tree  are 
■covered  with  a mealy  substance  which  comes  off  on 
the  fingers  when  touched.  A stray  shrub  or  plant 
like  this  sometimes  seems  of  more  interest  than  a whole 
group. 

For  instance,  most  of  the  cottage  gardens  have  fox- 
gloves in  them,  but  I had  not  observed  any  wild,  till 
one  afternoon  near  some  woods  I found  a tall  and 
beautiful  foxglove,  richer  in  colour  than  the  garden 
specimens,  and  with  bells  more  thickly  crowded, 
lifting  its  spike  of  purple  above  the  low  cropped  haw- 
thorn. In  districts  where  the  soil  is  favourable  to  the 
foxglove  it  would  not  have  been  noticed,  but  here, 
alone  and  unexpected,  it  was  welcomed.  The  bees  in 
spring  come  to  the  broad  wayside  sward  by  the  great 
mound  to  the  bright  dandelions  ; presently  to  the 
white  clover,  and  later  to  the  heaths. 

There  are  about  sixty  wild  flowers  which  grow 
freely  along  this  road,  namely,  yellow  agrimony, 
amphibious  persicaria,  arum,  avens,  bindweed,  bird’s 
foot  lotus,  bittersweet,  blackberry,  black  and  white 
bryony,  brooklime,  burdock,  buttercups,  wild  camo- 
mile, wild  carrot,  celandine — the  great  and  lesser — 
cinquefoil,  cleavers,  corn  buttercup,  corn  mint,  corn 
sowthistle,  and  spurrey,  cowslip,  cow-parsnip,  wild 
parsley,  daisy,  dandelion,  dead  nettle,  and  white  dog 
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rose,  and  trailing  rose,  violets,  the  Bweet  and  the 
scentless,  figwort,  veronica,  ground  ivy,  willowherb, 
two  sorts,  herb  Robert,  honeysuckle,  lady’s  smock, 
purple  loosestrife,  mallow,  meadow  orchis,  meadow- 
sweet, yarrow,  moon  daisy,  St.  John’s  wort,  pim- 
pernel, water  plaintain,  poppy,  rattles,  scabious,  self- 
heal,  silverweed,  sow  thistle,  stitchwort,  teazles, 
tormentil,  vetches,  and  yellow  vetch. 

To  these  may  be  added  an  occasional  bacon  and 
eggs,  a few  harebells  (plenty  on  higher  ground),  the 
yellow  iris,  by  the  adjoining  brook,  and  flowering 
shrubs  and  trees,  as  dogwood,  gorse,  privet,  black- 
thorn, hawthorn,  horse  chestnut,  besides  wild  hops, 
the  horsetails  on  the  mounds,  and  such  plants  as 
grow  everywhere,  as  chickweed,  groundsel,  and  so 
forth.  A solitary  shrub  of  mugwort  grows  at  some 
distance,  but  in  the  same  district,  and  in  one  hedge- 
row the  wild  guelder  rose  flourishes.  Anemones  and 
primroses  are  not  found  along  or  near  this  road,  nor 
woodruff.  At  the  first  glance  a list  like  this  reads  as 
if  flowers  abounded,  but  the  reverse  is  the  impression 
to  those  who  frequent  the  place. 

It  is  really  a very  short  list,  and  as  of  course  all 
of  these  do  not  appear  at  once  there  really  is  rather 
a scarcity  of  wild  flowers,  so  far  at  least  as  variety 
goes.  Just  in  the  spring  there  is  a burst  of  colour, 
and  again  in  the  autumn  ; but  for  the  rest,  if  we  set 
aside  the  roses  in  June,  there  seems  quite  an  absence 
of  flowers  during  the  summer.  The  wayside  is  green, 
the  ditches  are  green,  the  mounds  green  ; if  you  enter 
and  stroll  round  the  meadows,  they  are  green  too,  or 
white  in  places  with  umbelliferous  plants,  principally 
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parsley  and  cow-parsnip.  But  these  become  monoto- 
nous. Therefore,  I am  constrained  to  describe  it  as 
a district  somewhat  lacking  flowers,  meaning,  of 
course,  in  point  of  variety. 

Compared  with  the  hedges  and  fields  of  Wiltshire, 
Gloucestershire,  Berkshire,  and  similar  south-western 
localities,  it  seems  flowerless.  On  the  other  hand, 
southern  London  can  boast  stretches  of  heath,  which, 
when  in  full  bloom,  rival  Scotch  hillsides.  These 
remarks  are  written  entirely  from  a non-scientific 
point  of  view.  Professional  botanists  may  produce 
lists  of  thrice  the  length,  and  prove  that  all  the 
flowers  of  England  are  to  be  found  near  London.  But 
it  will  not  alter  the  fact  that  to  the  ordinary  eye  the 
roads  and  lanes  just  south  of  London  are  in  the 
middle  of  the  summer  comparatively  bare  of  colour. 
They  should  be  visited  in  spring  and  autumn. 

Nor  do  the  meadows  seem  to  produce  so  many 
varieties  of  grass  as  farther  to  the  south-west.  But 
beetles  of  every  kind  and  size,  from  the  great  stag 
beetle,  helplessly  floundering  through  the  evening  air 
and  clinging  to  your  coat,  down  to  the  green,  bronze, 
and  gilded  species  that  hasten  across  the  path,  appear 
extremely  numerous.  Warm,  dry  sands,  light  soils, 
and  furze  and  heath  are  probably  favourable  to  them. 

From  this  roadside  I have  seldom  heard  the  corn- 
crake, and  never  once  the  grasshopper  lark.  These 
two  birds  are  so  characteristic  of  the  meadows  in 
south-western  counties  that  a summer  evening  seems 
silent  to  me  without  the  “ crake,  crake ! ” of  the  one 
and  the  singular  sibilous  rattle  of  the  other.  But  they 
come  to  other  places  not  far  distant  from  the  road, 
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and  one  summer  a grasshopper-lark  could  be  heard 
in  some  meadows  where  I had  not  heard  it  the 
two  preceding  seasons.  On  the  mounds  field  crickets 
cry  persistently. 

At  the  end  of  the  hedge  which  is  near  a brook,  a 
sedge-reedling  takes  up  his  residence  in  the  spring. 
The  sedge-reedlings  here  begin  to  call  very  early ; the 
first  date  I have  down  is  the  16th  of  April,  which  is, 
I think,  some  weeks  before  they  begin  in  other 
localities.  In  one  ditch  beside  the  road  (not  in  this 
particular  hedge)  there  grows  a fine  bunch  of  reeds. 
Though  watery,  on  account  of  the  artificial  drains 
from  the  arable  fields,  the  spot  is  on  much  higher 
ground  than  the  brook,  and  it  is  a little  singular 
that  while  reeds  flourish  in  this  place  they  are  not  to 
be  found  by  the  brook. 

The  elms  of  the  neighbourhood,  wherever  they  can 
be  utilised  as  posts,  are  unmercifully  wired,  wires 
twisted  round,  holes  bored  and  the  ends  of  wire  driven 
in  or  staples  inserted,  and  the  same  with  the  young 
oaks.  Many  trees  are  much  disfigured  from  this  cause, 
the  bark  is  worn  off  on  many;  and  others,  which 
have  recovered,  have  bulging  rings,  where  it  swelled 
up  over  the  iron.  The  heads  of  large  nails  and 
staples  are  easily  discovered  where  the  wire  has 
disappeared,  sometimes  three  or  four,  one  above  the 
other,  in  the  same  tree.  A fine  avenue  of  elms  which 
shades  part  of  a suburb  appears  to  be  dying  by 
degrees — the  too  common  fate  of  elms  in  such  places. 

How  many  beautiful  trees  have  thus  perished  near 
London  ? — witness  the  large  elms  that  once  stood  in 
Jews’  Walk,  at  Sydenham.  Barking  the  trunks  for 

E 


50 


NATURE  NEAR  LONDON. 


sheer  wanton  mischief  is  undoubtedly  the  cause  in 
some  cases,  and  it  has  been  suggested  that  quicksilver 
has  occasionally  been  inserted  in  gimlet  holes.  The 
mercury  is  supposed  to  work  up  the  channels  of  the 
sap,  and  to  prevent  its  flow. 

But  may  not  the  ordinary  conditions  of  suburban 
improvement  often  account  for  the  decay  of  such 
trees  without  occult  causes  ? Sewers  carry  away  the 
watern  that  used  to  moisten  the  roots,  and  being  at 
some  depth,  they  not  only  take  the  surface  water  of 
a storm  before  it  has  had  time  to  penetrate,  but  drain 
the  lower  stratum  completely.  Then,  gas-pipes  fre- 
quently leak,  so  much  so  that  the  soil  for  yards  is 
saturated  and  emits  a smell  of  gas.  Boots  passing 
through  such  a soil  can  scarcely  be  healthy,  and 
very  probably  in  making  excavations  for  laying  pipes 
the  roots  are  cut  through.  The  young  trees  that 
have  been  planted  in  some  places  are,  I notice,  often 
bored  by  grubs  to  an  extraordinary  extent,  and  will 
never  make  sound  timber. 

One  July  day,  while  walking  on  this  road,  I 
happened  to  look  over  a gateway  and  saw  that  a 
large  and  prominent  mansion  on  the  summit  of 
some  elevated  ground  had  apparently  disappeared. 
The  day  was  very  clear  and  bright,  sunny  and  hot, 
and  there  was  no  natural  vapour.  But  on  the  light 
north-east  wind  there  came  slowly  towards  me  a 
bluish-yellow  mist,  the  edge  of  which  was  clearly 
defined,  and  which  blotted  out  distant  objects  and 
blurred  those  nearer  at  hand.  The  appearance  of  the 
open  arable  field  over  which  I was  looking  changed 
as  it  approached. 
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In  front  of  the  wall  of  mist  the  sunshine  lit  the 
field  up  brightly,  behind  the  ground  was  dull,  and  yet 
not  in  shadow.  It  came  so  slowly  that  its  movement 
could  be  easily  watched.  When  it  went  over  me 
there  was  a perceptible  coolness  and  a faint  smell  of 
damp  smoke,  and  immediately  the  road,  which  had 
been  white  under  the  sunshine,  took  a dim,  yellowish 
hue.  The  sun  was  not  shut  out  nor  even  obscured, 
but  the  rays  had  to  pass  through  a thicker  medium. 
This  haze  was  not  thick  enough  to  be  called  fog,  nor 
was  it  the  summer  haze  that  in  the  country  adds  to 
the  beauty  of  distant  hills  and  woods. 

It  was  clearly  the  atmosphere — not  the  fog — but 
simply  the  atmosphere  of  London  brought  out  over 
the  fields  by  a change  in  the  wind,  and  prevented 
from  diffusing  itself  by  conditions  of  which  nothing 
seems  known.  For  at  ordinary  times  the  atmosphere 
of  London  diffuses  itself  in  aerial  space  and  is  lost, 
but  on  this  hot  July  day  it  came  bodily  and  undiluted 
out  into  the  cornfields.  From  its  appearance  I 
should  say  it  would  travel  many  miles  in  the  same 
condition.  In  November  fog  seems  seasonable : in 
hot  and  dry  July  this  phenomenon  was  striking. 

Along  the  road  flocks  of  sheep  continue  to  travel, 
some  weary  enough,  and  these,  gravitating  to  the 
rear  of  the  flock  by  reason  of  infirmity,  lie  down  in 
the  dust  to  rest,  while  their  companions  feed  on  the 
wayside  sward.  But  the  shepherds  are  careful  of 
them,  and  do  not  hasten.  Shepherds  here  often 
carry  the  pastoral  crook.  In  districts  far  from  the 
metropolis  you  may  wander  about  for  days,  and 
with  sheep  all  round  you,  never  see  a shepherd 
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with  a crook;  but  near  town  the  pastoral  staff  is 
common. 

These  flocks  appear  to  be  on  their  way  to  the 
southern  down  farms,  and,  as  I said  before,  the 
shepherds  are  tender  oyer  their  sheep  and  careful 
not  to  press  them.  I regret  that  I cannot  say  the 
same  about  the  bullocks,  droves  of  which  continually 
go  by,  often  black  cattle,  and  occasionally  even  the 
little  Highland  animals.  The  appearance  of  some  of 
these  droves  is  quite  sufficient  to  indicate  the  treat- 
ment they  have  undergone.  Staring  eyes,  heads 
continually  turned  from  side  to  side,  starting  at 
everything,  sometimes  bare  places  on  the  shoulders, 
all  tell  the  same  tale  of  blows  and  brutal  treatment. 

Suburban  streets  which  a minute  before  were 
crowded  with  ladies  and  children  (most  gentlemen  are 
in  town  at  mid-day)  are  suddenly  vacated  when  the 
word  passes  that  cattle  are  coming.  People  rush  every- 
where, into  gardens,  shops,  back  lanes,  anywhere,  as 
if  the  ringing  scabbards  of  charging  cavalry  were 
heard,  or  the  peculiar  thumping  rattle  of  rifles  as 
they  come  to  the  “present  ” before  a storm  of  bullets. 
It  is  no  wonder  that  townsfolk  exhibit  a fear  of 
cattle  which  makes  their  friends  laugh  when  they 
visit  the  country  after  such  experiences  as  these. 
This  should  be  put  down  with  a firm  hand. 

By  the  roadside  here  the  hay  tyers,  who  cut  up  the 
hayricks  into  trusses,  use  balances — a trifling  matter, 
but  sufficient  to  mark  a difference,  for  in  the  west 
such  men  use  a steelyard  slung  on  a prong,  the 
handle  of  the  prong  on  the  shoulder  and  the  points 
stuck  in  the  rick,  with  which  to  weigh  the  trusses. 
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Wooden  cottages,  wooden  barns,  wooden  mills  are 
also  characteristic. 

Mouchers  come  along  the  road  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  gathering  sacksfull  of  dandelions  in  spring, 
digging  up  fern  roots  and  cowslip  mars  for  sale, 
cutting  briars  for  standard  roses,  gathering  water- 
cresses  and  mushrooms,  and  in  the  winter  cutting 
rushes. 

There  is  a rook  with  white  feathers  in  the  wing 
which  belongs  to  an  adjacent  rookery,  and  I have 
observed  a blackbird  also  streaked  with  white.  One 
January  day,  when  the  snow  was  on  the  ground  and 
the  frost  was  sharp,  when  the  pale  sun  seemed  to 
shine  brightest  round  the  rim  of  the  disk,  as  if  there 
were  a band  of  stronger  light  there,  I saw  a white 
animal  under  a heap  of  poles  by  the  wayside,  near 
the  great  hedge  I have  mentioned.  It  immediately 
concealed  itself,  but,  thinking  that  it  was  a ferret 
gone  astray,  I waited,  and  presently  the  head  and 
neck  were  cautiously  protruded. 

I made  the  usual  call  with  the  lips,  but  the  creature 
instantly  returned  to  cover.  I waited  again,  hiding 
this  time,  and  after  an  interval  the  creature  moved 
and  hastened  away  from  the  poles,  where  it  was,  in  a 
measure,  exposed,  to  the  more  secure  shelter  of  some 
bushes.  Then  I saw  that  it  was  of  a clear  white, 
while  so-called  white  ferrets  are  usually  a dingy 
yellow,  and  the  white  tail  was  tipped  with  black. 
From  these  circumstances,  and  from  the  timidity  and 
anxious  desire  to  escape  observation,  I could  only 
conclude  that  it  was  a white  stoat. 

Stoats,  as  remarked  previously,  are  numerous  in 
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these  hedges,  and  it  was  quite  possible  for  a white 
one  to  he  among  them.  The  white  stoat  may  he  said 
to  exactly  resemble  the  ermine.  The  interest  of  the 
circumstance  arises  not  from  its  rarity,  hut  from  its 
occurring  so  near  the  metropolis. 
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A BROOK. 

Some  low  wooden  rails  guarding  the  approach  to  a 
bridge  over  a brook  one  day  induced  me  to  rest  under 
an  aspen,  with  my  back  against  the  tree.  Some 
horse-chestnuts,  beeches,  and  alders  grew  there, 
fringing  the  end  of  a long  plantation  of  willow  stoles 
which  extended  in  the  rear  following  the  stream.  In 
front,  southwards,  there  were  open  meadows  and 
cornfields,  over  which  shadow  and  sunshine  glided 
in  succession  as  the  sweet  westerly  wind  carried  the 
white  clouds  before  it. 

The  brimming  brook,  as  it  wound  towards  me 
through  the  meads,  seemed  to  tremble  on  the  verge 
of  overflowing,  as  the  crown  of  wine  in  a glass  rises 
yet  does  not  spill.  Level  with  the  green  grass,  the 
water  gleamed  as  though  polished  where  it  flowed 
smoothly,  crossed  with  the  dark  shadows  of  willows 
which  leaned  over  it.  By  the  bridge,  where  the 
breeze  rushed  through  the  arches,  a ripple  flashed 
back  the  golden  rays.  The  surface  by  the  shore 
slipped  towards  a side  hatch  and  passed  over  in  a 
liquid  curve,  clear  and  unvarying,  as  if  of  solid 
crystal,  till  shattered  on  the  stones,  where  the  air 
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cauglit  up  and  played  with  the  sound  of  the  bubbles 
as  they  broke. 

Beyond  the  green  slope  of  corn,  a thin,  soft  vapour 
hung  on  the  distant  woods,  and  hid  the  hills.  The 
pale  young  leaves  of  the  aspen  rustled  faintly,  not  yet 
with  their  full  sound ; the  sprays  of  the  horse-chest- 
nut, drooping  with  the  late  frosts,  could  not  yet  keep 
out  the  sunshine  with  their  broad  green.  A white 
spot  on  the  footpath  yonder  was  where  the  bloom  had 
fallen  from  a blackthorn  bush. 

The  note  of  the  tree-pipit  came  from  over  the  corn 
— there  were  some  detached  oaks  away  in  the  midst 
of  the  field,  and  the  birds  were  doubtless  flying  con- 
tinually up  and  down  between  the  wheat  and  the 
branches.  A willow-wren  sang  plaintively  in  the 
plantation  behind,  and  once  a cuckoo  called  at  a 
distance.  How  beautiful  is  the  sunshine ! The 
very  dust  of  the  road  at  my  feet  seemed  to  glow 
with  whiteness,  to  be  lit  up  by  it,  and  to  become 
another  thing.  This  spot  henceforward  was  a place 
of  pilgrimage. 

Looking  that  morning  over  the  parapet  of  the 
bridge,  down  stream,  there  was  a dead  branch  at  the 
mouth  of  the  arch,  it  had  caught  and  got  fixed  while 
it  floated  along.  A quantity  of  aquatic  weeds  coming 
down  the  stream  had  drifted  against  the  branch  and 
remained  entangled  in  it.  Fresh  weeds  were  still 
coming  and  adding  to  the  mass,  which  had  attracted 
a water-rat. 

Perched  on  the  branch  the  little  brown  creature 
bent  forward  over  the  surface,  and  with  its  two  fore- 
paws drew  towards  it  the  slender  thread  of  a weed, 
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exactly  as  with  hands.  Holding  the  thread  in  the 
paws,  it  nibbled  it,  eating  the  sweet  and  tender 
portion,  feeding  without  fear,  though  but  a few  feet 
away,  and  precisely  beneath  me. 

In  a minute  the  surface  of  the  current  was  disturbed 
by  larger  ripples.  There  had  been  a ripple  caused 
by  the  draught  through  the  arch,  but  this  was  now 
increased.  Directly  afterwards  a moorhen  swam  out, 
and  began  to  search  among  the  edge  of  the  tangled 
weeds.  So  long  as  I was  perfectly  still  the  bird  took 
no  heed,  but  at  a slight  movement  instantly  scuttled 
back  under  the  arch.  The  water-rat,  less  timorous, 
paused,  looked  round,  and  returned  to  feeding. 

Crossing  to  the  other  side  of  the  bridge,  up  stream, 
and  looking  over,  the  current  had  scooped  away  the 
sand  of  the  bottom  by  the  central  pier,  exposing 
the  brickwork  to  some  depth — the  same  undermining 
process  that  goes  on  by  the  piers  of  bridges  over 
great  rivers.  Nearer  the  shore  the  sand  has  silted 
up,  leaving  it  shallow,  where  water-parsnip  and  other 
weeds  joined,  as  it  were,  the  verge  of  the  grass  and 
the  stream.  The  sunshine  reflected  from  the  ripples 
on  this,  the  southern  side,  continually  ran  with  a 
swift,  trembling  motion  up  the  arch. 

Penetrating  the  clear  water,  the  light  revealed  the 
tiniest  stone  at  the  bottom : but  there  was  no  fish, 
no  water-rat,  or  moorhen  on  this  side.  Neither  on 
that  nor  many  succeeding  mornings  could  anything 
be  seen  there ; the  tail  of  the  arch  was  evidently  the 
favourite  spot.  Carefully  looking  over  that  side 
again,  the  moorhen  who  had  been  out  rushed  back; 
the  water-rat  was  gone.  Were  there  any  fish  ? In 
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the  shadow  the  water  was  difficult  to  see  through, 
and  the  brown  scum  of  spring  that  lined  the  bottom 
rendered  everything  uncertain. 

By  gazing  steadily  at  a stone  my  eyes  presently 
became  accustomed  to  the  peculiar  light,  the  pupils 
adjusted  themselves  to  it,  and  the  brown  tints  became 
more  distinctly  defined.  Then  sweeping  by  degrees 
from  a stone  to  another,  and  from  thence  to  a 
rotting  stick  embedded  in  the  sand,  I searched  the 
bottom  inch  by  inch.  If  you  look,  as  it  were,  at 
large — at  everything  at  once — you  see  nothing. 
If  you  take  some  object  as  a fixed  point,  gaze  all 
around  it,  and  then  move  to  another,  nothing  can 
escape. 

Even  the  deepest,  darkest  water  (not,  of  course, 
muddy)  yields  after  a while  to  the  eye.  Half  close 
the  eyelids,  and  while  gazing  into  it  let  your  intel- 
ligence rather  wait  upon  the  corners  of  the  eye  than 
on  the  glance  you  cast  straight  forward.  For  some 
reason  when  thus  gazing  the  edge  of  the  eye  becomes 
exceedingly  sensitive,  and  you  are  conscious  of  slight 
motions  or  of  a thickness — not  a defined  object,  but 
a thickness  which  indicates  an  object — which  is 
otherwise  quite  invisible. 

The  slow  feeling  sway  of  a fish’s  tail,  the  edges  of 
which  curl  over  and  grasp  the  water,  may  in  this 
manner  be  identified  without  being  positively  seen, 
and  the  dark  outline  of  its  body  known  to  exist 
against  the  equally  dark  water  or  bank.  Shift,  too, 
your  position  according  to  the  fall  of  the  light,  just 
as  in  looking  at  a painting.  From  one  point  of  view 
the  canvas  shows  little  but  the  presence  of  paint  and 
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blurred  colour,  from  another  at  the  side  the  picture 
stands  out. 

Sometimes  the  water  can  be  seen  into  best  from 
above,  sometimes  by  lying  on  the  sward,  now  by 
standing  back  a little  way,  or  crossing  to  the  opposite 
shore.  A spot  where  the  sunshine  sparkles  with 
dazzling  gleam  is  perhaps  perfectly  impenetrable  till 
you  get  the  other  side  of  the  ripple,  when  the  same 
rays  that  just  now  baffled  the  glance  light  up  the 
bottom  as  if  thrown  from  a mirror  for  the  purpose. 
I convinced  myself  that  there  was  nothing  here, 
nothing  visible  at  present — not  so  much  as  a stickle- 
back. 

Yet  the  stream  ran  clear  and  sweet,  and  deep  in 
places.  It  was  too  broad  for  leaping  over.  Down 
the  current  sedges  grew  thickly  at  a curve ; up  the 
stream  the  young  flags  were  rising ; it  had  an  in- 
habited look,  if  such  a term  may  be  used,  and 
moorhens  and  water-rats  were  about  but  no  fish. 
A wide  furrow  came  along  the  meadow  and  joined  the 
stream  from  the  side.  Into  this  furrow,  at  flood 
time,  the  stream  overflowed  further  up,  and  irrigated 
the  level  sward. 

At  present  it  was  dry,  its  course,  traced  by  the 
yellowish  and  white  hue  of  the  grasses  in  it  only 
recently  under  water,  contrasting  with  the  brilliant 
green  of  the  sweet  turf  around.  There  was  a marsh 
marigold  in  it,  with  stems  a quarter  of  an  inch  thick  j 
and  in  the  grass  on  the  verge,  but  just  beyond  where 
the  flood  reached,  grew  the  lilac-tinted  cuckoo  flowers, 
or  cardamine. 

The  side  hatch  supplied  a pond  which  was  only 
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divided  from  the  brook  by  a strip  of  sward  not  more 
than  twenty  yards  across.  The  surface  of  the  pond 
was  dotted  with  patches  of  scum  that  bad  risen  from 
the  bottom.  Part  at  least  of  it  was  shallow,  for  a 
dead  branch  blown  from  an  elm  projected  above  the 
water,  and  to  it  came  a sedge-reedling  for  a moment. 
The  sedge-reedling  is  so  fond  of  sedges,  and  reeds, 
and  thick  undergrowth,  that  though  you  hear  it 
perpetually  -within  a few  yards  it  is  not  easy  to 
see  one.  On  this  bare  branch  the  bird  was  well 
displayed,  and  the  streak  by  the  eye  was  visible ; 
but  he  stayed  there  for  a second  or  two  only,  and 
then  back  again  to  the  sedges  and  willows. 

There  were  fish  I felt  sure  as  I left  the  spot  and 
returned  along  the  dusty  road,  but  where  were 
they  ? 

On  the  sward  by  the  wayside,  among  the  nettles 
and  under  the  bushes,  and  on  the  mound  the  dark 
green  arum  leaves  grew  everywhere,  sometimes  in 
bunches  close  together.  These  bunches  varied — in 
one  place  the  leaves  were  all  spotted  with  black 
irregular  blotches  ; in  another  the  leaves  were  without 
such  markings.  When  the  root  leaves  of  the  arum 
first  push  up  they  are  closely  rolled  together  in  a 
pointed  spike. 

This,  rising  among  the  dead  and  matted  leaves  of 
the  autumn,  occasionally  passes  through  holes  in 
them.  As  the  spike  grows  it  lifts  the  dead  leaves 
with  it,  which  hold  it  like  a ring  and  prevent  it  from 
unfolding.  The  force  of  growth  is  not  sufficiently 
strong  to  burst  the  bond  asunder  till  the  green  leaves 
have  attained  considerable  size. 
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A little  earlier  in  the  year  the  chattering  of  magpies 
would  have  been  heard  while  looking  for  the  signs 
of  spring,  but  they  were  now  occupied  with  their 
nests.  There  are  several  within  a short  distance, 
easily  distinguished  in  winter,  but  somewhat  hidden 
now  by  the  young  leaves.  Just  before  they  settled 
down  to  housekeeping  there  was  a great  chattering 
and  fluttering  and  excitement,  as  they  chased  each 
other  from  elm  to  elm. 

Four  or  five  were  then  often  in  the  same  field,  some 
in  the  trees,  some  on  the  ground,  their  white  and  black 
showing  distinctly  on  the  level  brown  earth  recently 
harrowed  or  rolled.  On  such  a surface  birds  are 
visible  at  a distance  ; but  when  the  blades  of  the  corn 
begin  to  reach  any  height  such  as  alight  are  concealed. 
In  many  districts  of  the  country  that  might  be  called 
wild  and  lonely,  the  magpie  is  almost  extinct.  Once 
now  and  then  a pair  may  be  observed,  and  those 
who  know  their  haunts  can,  of  course,  find  them, 
but  to  a visitor  passing  through,  there  seems  none. 
But  here,  so  near  the  metropolis,  the  magpies  are 
common,  and  during  an  hour’s  walk  their  cry  is 
almost  sure  to  be  heard.  They  have,  however,  their 
favourite  locality,  where  they  are  much  more  fre- 
quently seen. 

Coming  to  my  seat  under  the  aspen  by  the  bridge 
week  after  week,  the  burdocks  by  the  wayside 
gradually  spread  their  leaves,  and  the  procession  of 
the  flowers  went  on.  The  dandelion,  the  lesser 
celandine,  the  marsh  marigold,  the  coltsfoot,  all 
yellow,  had  already  led  the  van,  closely  accompanied 
by  the  purple  ground-ivy,  the  red  dead  nettle,  and  the 
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daisy ; this  last  a late  comer  in  the  neighbourhood. 
The  blackthorn,  the  horse-chestnut,  and  the  hawthorn 
came,  and  the  meadows  were  golden  with  the  butter- 
cups. 

Once  only  had  I noticed  any  indication  of  fish  in 
the  brook ; it  was  on  a warm  Saturday  afternoon, 
when  there  was  a labourer  a long  way  up  the  stream, 
stooping  in  a peculiar  manner  near  the  edge  of  the 
water  with  a stick  in  his  hand.  He  was,  I felt  sure, 
trying  to  wire  a spawning  jack,  hut  did  not  succeed. 
Many  weeks  had  passed,  and  now  there  came  (as  the 
close  time  for  coarse  fish  expired)  a concourse  of 
anglers  to  the  almost  stagnant  pond  fed  by  the  side 
hatch. 

Well-dressed  lads  with  elegant  and  finished  tackle 
rode  up  on  their  bicycles,  with  their  rods  slung  at 
their  hacks.  Hoisting  the  bicycles  over  the  gate  into 
the  meadow,  they  left  them  leaning  against  the  elms, 
fitted  their  rods  and  fished  in  the  pond.  Poorer  boys, 
with  long  wands  cut  from  the  hedge  and  ruder  lines, 
trudged  up  on  foot,  sat  down  on  the  sward  and 
watched  their  corks  by  the  hour  together.  Grown 
men  of  the  artisan  class,  covered  with  the  dust  of 
many  miles  tramping,  came  with  their  luncheons  in 
a handkerchief,  and  set  about  them  sport  with  a quiet 
earnestness  which  argued  long  if  desultory  practice. 

In  fine  weather  there  were  often  a dozen  youths 
and  four  or  five  men  standing,  sitting,  or  kneeling  on 
the  turf  along  the  shore  of  the  pond,  all  intent  on 
their  floats,  and  very  nearly  silent.  People  driving 
along  the  highway  stopped  their  traps,  and  carts,  and 
vans  a minute  or  two  to  watch  them : passengers  on 
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foot  leaned  over  the  gate,  or  sat  down  and  waited 
expectantly. 

Sometimes  one  of  the  more  venturesome  anglers 
would  tuck  up  his  trousers  and  walk  into  the  shallow 
water,  so  as  to  be  able  to  cast  his  bait  under  the 
opposite  bank,  where  it  was  deep.  Then  an  ancient 
and  much  battered  punt  was  discovered  aground  in  a 
field  at  some  distance,  and  dragged  to  the  pond.  One 
end  of  the  punt  had  quite  rotted  away,  but  by  standing 
at  the  other,  so  as  to  depress  it  there  and  lift  the  open 
•end  above  the  surface,  two,  or  even  three,  could  make 
a shift  to  fish  from  it. 

The  silent  and  motionless  eagerness  with  which  these 
anglers  dwelt  upon  their  floats,  grave  as  herons,  could 
not  have  been  exceeded.  There  they  were  day  after 
day,  always  patient  and  always  hopeful.  Occasionally 
a small  catch — a mere  “bait” — was  handed  round  for 
inspection ; and  once  a cunning  fisherman,  acquainted 
with  all  the  secrets  of  his  craft,  succeeded  in  drawing 
forth  three  perch,  perhaps  a quarter  of  a pound  each, 
and  one  slender  eel.  These  made  quite  a show,  and 
were  greatly  admired  ; but  I never  saw  the  same  man 
there  again.  He  was  satisfied. 

As  I sat  on  the  white  rail  under  the  aspen,  and 
inhaled  the  scent  of  the  beans  flowering  hard  by, 
there  was  a question  which  suggested  itself  to  me,  and 
the  answer  to  which  I never  could  supply.  The  crowd 
about  the  pond  all  stood  with  their  backs  to  the 
beautiful  flowing  brook.  They  had  before  them  the 
muddy  banks  of  the  stagnant  pool,  on  whose  surface 
patches  of  scum  floated. 

Behind  them  was  the  delicious  stream,  clear  and 
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limpid,  bordered  with  sedge  and  -willow  and  flags,  and 
overhung  with  branches.  The  strip  of  sward  between 
the  two  waters  was  certainly  not  more  than  twenty 
yards ; there  was  no  division,  hedge,  or  railing,  and 
evidently  no  preservation,  for  the  mouchers  came  and 
washed  their  water-cress  which  they  had  gathered  in 
the  ditches  by  the  side  hatch,  and  no  one  interfered 
with  them. 

There  was  no  keeper  or  water  bailiff,  not  even  a 
notice  board.  Policemen,  on  foot  and  mounted,  passed 
several  times  daily,  and,  like  everybody  else,  paused 
to  see  the  sport,  but  said  not  a word.  Clearly,  there 
was  nothing  whatever  to  prevent  any  of  those  present 
from  angling  in  the  stream;  yet  they  one  and  all, 
without  exception,  fished  in  the  pond.  This  seemed 
to  me  a very  remarkable  fact. 

After  a while  I noticed  another  circumstance ; 
nobody  ever  even  looked  into  the  stream  or  under 
the  arches  of  the  bridge.  No  one  spared  a moment 
from  his  float  amid  the  scum  of  the  pond,  just 
to  stroll  twenty  paces  and  glance  at  the  swift  current. 
It  appeared  from  this  that  the  pond  had  a reputa- 
tion for  fish,  and  the  brook  had  not.  Everybody  who 
had  angled  in  the  pond  recommended  his  friends 
to  go  and  do  likewise.  There  were  fish  in  the 
pond. 

So  every  fresh  comer  went  and  angled  there,  and 
accepted  the  fact  that  there  were  fish.  Thus  the  pond 
obtained  a traditionary  reputation,  which  circulated 
from  lip  to  lip  round  about.  I need  not  enlarge  on 
the  analogy  that  exists  in  this  respect  between  the 
pond  and  various  other  things. 
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By  implication  it  was  evidently  as  much  understood 
and  accepted  on  the  other  hand  that  there  was  nothing 
in  the  stream.  Thus  I reasoned  it  out,  sitting  under 
the  aspen,  and  yet  somehow  the  general  opinion  did 
not  satisfy  me.  There  must  be  something  in  so  sweet 
a stream.  The  sedges  by  the  shore,  the  flags  in  the 
shallow,  slowly  swaying  from  side  to  side  with  the 
current,  the  sedge-reedlings  calling,  the  moorhens 
and  water-rats,  all  gave  an  air  of  habitation. 

One  morning,  looking  very  gently  over  the  parapet 
of  the  bridge  (down  stream)  into  the  shadowy  depth 
beneath,  just  as  my  eyes  began  to  see  the  bottom, 
something  like  a short  thick  dark  stick  drifted  out 
from  the  arch,  somewhat  sideways.  Instead  of  pro- 
ceeding with  the  current,  it  had  hardly  cleared  the 
arch  when  it  took  a position  parallel  to  the  flowing 
water  and  brought  up.  It  was  thickest  at  the  end 
that  faced  the  stream ; at  the  other  there  was  a slight 
motion  as  if  caused  by  the  current  against  a flexible 
membrane,  as  it  sways  a flag.  Gazing  down  intently 
into  the  shadow  the  colour  of  the  sides  of  the  fish 
appeared  at  first  not  exactly  uniform,  and  presently 
these  indistinct  differences  resolved  themselves  into 
spots.  It  was  a trout,  perhaps  a pound  and  a half  in 
weight. 

His  position  was  at  the  side  of  the  arch,  out  of  the 
rush  of  the  current,  and  almost  behind  the  pier,  but 
where  he  could  see  anything  that  came  floating  along 
under  the  culvert.  Immediately  above  him  but  not 
over  was  the  mass  of  weeds  tangled  in  the  dead  branch. 
Thus  in  the  shadow  of  the  bridge  and  in  the  darkness 
under  the  weeds  he  might  easily  have  escaped  notice. 
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He  was,  too,  extremely  wary.  The  slightest  motion 
was  enough  to  send  him  instantly  under  the  arch ; 
his  cover  was  but  a foot  distant,  and  a trout  shoots 
twelve  inches  in  a fraction  of  time.. 

The  summer  advanced,  the  hay  was  carted,  and 
the  wheat  ripened.  Already  here  and  there  the 
reapers  had  cut  portions  of  the  more  forward  corn. 
As  I sat  from  time  to  time  under  the  aspen,  within 
hearing  of  the  murmuring  water,  the  thought  did  rise 
occasionally  that  it  was  a pity  to  leave  the  trout  there 
till  some  one  blundered  into  the  knowledge  of  his 
existence. 

There  were  ways  and  means  by  which  he  could  be 
withdrawn  without  any  noise  or  publicity.  But,  then, 
what  would  be  the  pleasure  of  securing  him,  the 
fleeting  pleasure  of  an  horn-,  compared  to  the  delight 
of  seeing  him  almost  day  by  day  ? I watched  him  for 
many  weeks,  taking  great  precautions  that  no  one 
should  observe  how  continually  I looked  over  into  the 
water  there.  Sometimes  after  a glance  I stood  with 
my  back  to  the  wall  as  if  regarding  an  object  on  the 
other  side.  If  any  one  was  following  me,  or  appeared 
likely  to  peer  over  the  parapet,  I carelessly  struck  the 
top  of  the  wall  with  my  stick  in  such  a manner  that 
it  should  project,  an  action  sufficient  to  send  the  fish 
under  the  arch.  Or  I raised  my  hat  as  if  heated,  and 
swung  it  so  that  it  should  alarm  him. 

If  the  coast  was  clear  when  I had  looked  at  him 
still  I never  left  without  sending  him  under  the  arch 
in  order  to  increase  his  alertness.  It  was  a relief  to 
know  that  so  many  persons  who  went  by  wore  tall 
hats,  a safeguard  against  their  seeing  anything,  for  if 
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they  approached  the  shadow  of  the  tall  hat  reached 
out  beyond  the  shadow  of  the  parapet,  and  was 
enough  to  alarm  him  before  they  could  look  over.  So 
the  summer  passed,  and,  though  never  free  from 
apprehensions,  to  my  great  pleasure  without  discovery. 
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A LONDON  TROUT. 

The  sword-flags  are  rusting  at  their  edges,  and 
their  sharp  points  are  turned.  On  the  matted  and 
entangled  sedges  lie  the  scattered  leaves  which  every 
rush  of  the  October  wind  hurries  from  the  boughs. 
Some  fall  on  the  water  and  float  slowly  with  the  current, 
brown  and  yellow  spots  on  the  dark  surface.  The 
grey  willows  bend  to  the  breeze ; soon  the  osier  beds 
will  look  reddish  as  the  wands  are  stripped  by  the 
gusts.  Alone  the  thick  polled  alders  remain  green, 
and  in  their  shadow  the  brook  is  still  darker.  Through 
a poplar’s  thin  branches  the  wind  sounds  as  in  the 
rigging  of  a ship ; for  the  rest,  it  is  silence. 

The  thrushes  have  not  forgotten  the  frost  of  the 
morning,  and  will  not  sing  at  noon ; the  summer 
visitors  have  flown,  and  the  moorhens  feed  quietly. 
The  plantation  by  the  brook  is  silent,  for  the  sedges, 
though  they  have  drooped  and  become  entangled,  are 
not  dry  and  sapless  yet  to  rustle  loudly.  They  will 
rustle  dry  enough  next  spring,  when  the  sedge-birds 
come.  A long  withey-bed  borders  the  brook,  and  is 
more  resorted  to  by  sedge-reedlings,  or  sedge-birds, 
as  they  are  variously  called,  than  any  place  I know, 
even  in  the  remotest  country. 
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Generally  it  has  been  difficult  to  see  them,  because 
the  withey  is  in  leaf  when  they  come,  and  the  leaves 
and  sheaves  of  innumerable  rods  hide  them,  while  the 
ground  beneath  is  covered  by  a thick  growth  of  sedges 
and  flags,  to  which  the  birds  descend.  It  happened 
once,  however,  that  the  withey  stoles  had  been 
polled,  and  in  the  spring  the  boughs  were  short  and 
small.  At  the  same  time,  the  easterly  winds  checked 
the  sedges,  so  that  they  were  hardly  half  their  height, 
and  the  flags  were  thin,  and  not  much  taller,  when 
the  sedge-birds  came,  so  that  they  for  once  found  but 
little  cover,  and  could  be  seen  to  advantage. 

There  could  not  have  been  less  than  fifteen  in  the 
plantation,  two  frequented  some  bushes  beside  a pond 
near  by,  some  stayed  in  scattered  willows  farther  down 
the  stream.  They  sang  so  much  they  scarcely  seemed 
to  have  time  to  feed.  While  approaching  one  that 
was  singing  by  gently  walking  on  the  sward  by  the 
road-side,  or  where  thick  dust  deadened  the  footsteps, 
suddenly  another  would  commence  in  the  low  thorn 
hedge  on  a branch,  so  near  that  it  could  be  touched 
with  a walking  stick.  Yet  though  so  near  the  bird 
was  not  wholly  visible — he  was  partly  concealed 
behind  a fork  of  the  bough.  This  is  a habit  of  the 
sedge-birds.  Not  in  the  least  timid,  they  chatter 
at  your  elbow,  and  yet  always  partially  hidden. 

If  in  the  withey,  they  choose  a spot  where  the  rods 
cross  or  bunch  together.  If  in  the  sedges,  though  so 
close  it  seems  as  if  you  could  reach  forward  and  catch 
him,  he  is  behind  the  stalks.  To  place  some  obstruc- 
tion between  themselves  and  any  one  passing  is  their 
custom ; but  that  spring,  as  the  foliage  was  so  thin, 
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it  only  needed  a little  dexterity  in  peering  to  get  a 
view.  The  sedge-bird  perches  aside,  on  a sloping 
willow  rod,  and,  slightly  raising  his  head,  chatters, 
turning  his  bill  from  side  to  side.  He  is  a very  tiny 
bird,  and  his  little  eye  looks  out  from  under  a 
yellowish  streak.  His  song  at  first  sounds  nothing 
but  chatter. 

After  listening  a while  the  ear  finds  a scale  in  it — 
an  arrangement  and  composition — so  that,  though  still 
a chatter,  it  is  a tasteful  one.  At  intervals  he  inter- 
sperses a chirp,  exactly  the  same  as  that  of  the 
sparrow,  a chirp  with  a tang  in  it.  Strike  a piece  of 
metal,  and  besides  the  noise  of  the  blow,  there  is 
a second  note,  or  tang.  The  sparrow’s  chirp  has  such 
a note  sometimes,  and  the  sedge-bird  brings  it  in — 
tang,  tang,  tang.  This  sound  has  given  him  his 
country  name  of  brook-sparrow,  and  it  rather  spoils 
his  song.  Often  the  moment  he  has  concluded  he 
starts  for  another  willow  stole,  and  as  he  flies  begins 
to  chatter  when  half  way  across,  and  finishes  on  a 
fresh  branch. 

But  long  before  this  another  bird  has  commenced 
to  sing  in  a bush  adjacent ; a third  takes  it  up  in  the 
thorn  hedge ; a fourth  in  the  bushes  across  the  pond ; 
and  from  farther  down  the  stream  comes  a faint  and 
distant  chatter.  Ceaselessly  the  competing  gossip 
goes  on  the  entire  day  and  most  of  the  night ; indeed 
sometimes  all  night  through.  On  a warm  spring 
morning,  when  the  sunshine  pours  upon  the  willows, 
and  even  the  white  dust  of  the  road  is  brighter, 
bringing  out  the  shadows  in  clear  definition,  then- 
lively  notes  and  quick  motions  make  a pleasant  com- 
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mentary  on  the  low  sound  of  the  stream  rolling  round 
the  curve. 

A moorhen’s  call  comes  from  the  hatch.  Broad 
yellow  petals  of  marsh-marigold  stand  up  high  among 
the  sedges  rising  from  the  greyish-green  ground, 
which  is  covered  with  a film  of  sun-dried  aquatic  grass 
left  dry  by  the  retiring  waters.  Here  and  there  are 
lilac-tinted  cuckoo-flowers,  drawn  up  on  taller  stalks 
than  those  that  grow  in  the  meadows.  The  black 
flowers  of  the  sedges  are  powdered  with  yellow  pollen ; 
and  dark  green  sword-flags  are  beginning  to  spread 
their  fans.  But  just  across  the  road,  on  the  topmost 
twigs  of  birch  poles,  swallows  twitter  in  the  tenderest 
tones  to  their  loves.  From  the  oaks  in  the  meadows 
on  that  side  titlarks  mount  above  the  highest  bough 
and  then  descend,  sing,  sing,  singing,  to  the  grass. 

A jay  calls  in  a circular  copse  in  the  midst  of  the 
meadow ; solitary  rooks  go  over  to  their  nests  in  the 
elms  on  the  hill ; cuckoos  call,  now  this  way  and  now 
that,  as  they  travel  round.  While  leaning  on  the  grey 
and  lichen-hung  rails  by  the  brook,  the  current  glides 
by,  and  it  is  the  motion  of  the  water  and  its  low 
murmur  which  renders  the  place  so  idle ; the  sun- 
beams brood,  the  air  is  still  but  full  of  song.  Let  us, 
too,  stay  and  watch  the  petals  fall  one  by  one  from 
a wild  apple  and  float  down  on  the  stream. 

But  now  in  autumn  the  haws  are  red  on  the  thorn, 
the  swallows  are  few  as  they  were  in  the  earliest 
spring ; the  sedge-birds  have  flown,  and  the  redwings 
will  soon  be  here.  The  sharp  points  of  the  sword-flags 
are  turned,  their  edges  rusty,  the  forget-me-nots  are 
gone.  October’s  winds  are  too  searching  for  us  to 
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linger  beside  the  brook,  but  still  it  is  pleasant  to  pass 
by  and  remember  the  summer  days.  For  the  year  is 
never  gone  by;  in  a moment  we  can  recall  the 
sunshine  we  enjoyed  in  May,  the  roses  we  gathered  in 
June,  the  first  wheatear  we  plucked  as  the  green  corn 
filled.  Other  events  go  by  and  are  forgotten,  and 
even  the  details  of  our  own  lives,  so  immensely 
important  to  us  at  the  moment,  in  time  fade  from  the 
memory  till  the  date  we  fancied  we  should  never 
forget  has  to  be  sought  in  a diary.  But  the  year  is 
always  with  us ; the  months  are  familiar  always ; 
they  have  never  gone  by. 

So  with  the  red  haws  around  and  the  rustling 
leaves  it  is  easy  to  recall  the  flowers.  The  withey 
plantation  here  is  full  of  flowers  in  summer ; yellow 
iris  flowers  in  June  when  midsummer  comes,  for  the 
iris  loves  a thunder- shower.  The  flowering  flag 

spreads  like  a fan  from  the  root,  the  edges  overlap 
near  the  ground,  and  the  leaves  are  broad  as  sword- 
blades,  indeed  the  plant  is  one  of  the  largest  that 
grows  wild.  It  is  quite  different  from  the  common 
flag  with  three  grooves  — bayonet  shape  — which 
appears  in  every  brook.  The  yellow  iris  is  much 
more  local,  and  in  many  country  streams  may  be 
sought  for  in  vain,  so  that  so  fine  a display  as  may 
be  seen  here  seemed  almost  a discovery  to  me. 

They  were  finest  in  the  year  of  rain,  1879,  that 
terrible  year  which  is  fresh  in  the  memory  of  all  who 
have  any  interest  in  out-of-door  matters.  At  mid- 
summer the  plantation  was  aglow  with  iris  bloom. 
The  large  yellow  petals  were  everywhere  high  above 
the  sedge ; in  one  place  a dozen,  then  two  or  three, 
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then  one  by  itself,  then  another  bunch.  The  marsh 
was  a foot  deep  in  water,  which  could  only  be  seen 
by  parting  the  stalks  of  the  sedges,  for  it  was  quite 
hidden  under  them.  Sedges  and  flags  grew  so  thick 
that  everything  was  concealed  except  the  yellow  bloom 
above. 

One  bunch  grew  on  a bank  raised  a few  inches  above 
the  flood  which  the  swollen  brook  had  poured  in,  and 
there  I walked  among  them ; the  leaves  came  nearly 
up  to  the  shoulder,  the  golden  flowers  on  the  stalks 
stood  equally  high.  It  was  a thicket  of  iris.  Never 
before  had  they  risen  to  such  a height ; it  was  like 
the  vegetation  of  tropical  swamps,  so  much  was  every- 
thing drawn  up  by  the  continual  moisture.  Who 
could  have  supposed  that  such  a downpour  as  occurred 
that  summer  would  have  had  the  effect  it  had  upon 
flowers  ? Most  would  have  imagined  that  the  ex- 
cessive rain  would  have  destroyed  them ; yet  never 
was  there  such  floral  beauty  as  that  year.  Meadow 
orchis,  buttercups,  the  yellow  iris,  all  the  spring 
flowers  came  forth  in  extraordinary  profusion.  The 
liay  was  spoiled,  the  farmers  ruined,  but  their  fields 
were  one  broad  expanse  of  flower. 

As  that  spring  was  one  of  the  wettest,  so  that  of 
the  year  in  present  view  was  one  of  the  driest,  and 
hence  the  plantation  between  the  lane  and  the  brook 
was  accessible,  the  sedges  and  flags  short,  and  the 
sedge-birds  visible.  There  is  a beech  in  the  plan- 
tation standing  so  near  the  verge  of  the  stream  that 
its  boughs  droop  over.  It  has  a number  of  twigs 
around  the  stem — as  a rule  the  beechbole  is  clear  of 
boughs,  but  some  which  are  of  rather  stunted  growth 
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are  fringed  with  them.  The  leaves  on  the  longer 
boughs  above  fall  off  and  voyage  down  the  brook, 
but  those  on  the  lesser  twigs  beneath,  and  only  a 
little  way  from  the  ground,  remain  on,  and  rustle, 
dry  and  brown,  all  through  the  winter. 

Under  the  shelter  of  these  leaves,  and  close  to  the 
trunk,  there  grew  a plant  of  flag — the  tops  of  the 
flags  almost  reached  to  the  leaves — and  all  the  winter 
through,  despite  the  frosts  for  which  it  was  remark- 
able, despite  the  snow  and  the  hitter  winds  which 
followed,  this  plant  remained  green  and  fresh.  From 
this  beech  in  the  morning  a shadow  stretches  to  a 
bridge  across  the  brook,  and  in  that  shadow  my  trout 
used  to  lie.  The  bank  under  the  drooping  boughs 
forms  a tiny  cliff  a foot  high,  covered  with  moss,  and 
here  I once  observed  shrew  mice  diving  and  racing 
about.  But  only  once,  though  I frequently  passed 
the  spot  ; it  is  curious  that  I did  not  see  them 
afterwards. 

Just  below  the  shadow  of  the  beech  there  is  a 
sandy  oozy  shore,  where  the  footprints  of  moorhens 
are  often  traceable.  Many  of  the  trees  of  the  plan- 
tation stand  in  water  after  heavy  rain ; their  leaves 
drop  into  it  in  autumn,  and,  being  away  from  the 
influence  of  the  current,  stay  and  soak,  and  lie 
several  layers  thick.  Their  edges  overlap,  red,  brown, 
and  pale  yellow,  with  the  clear  water  above  and 
shadows  athwart  it,  and  dry  white  grass  at  the  verge. 
A horse-chestnut  drops  its  fruit  in  the  dusty  road; 
high  above  its  leaves  are  tinted  with  scarlet. 

It  was  at  the  tail  of  one  of  the  arches  of  the  bridge 
over  the  brook  that  my  favourite  trout  used  to  lie. 
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Sometimes  the  shadow  of  the  beech  came  as  far  as 
his  haunts,  that  was  early  in  the  morning,  and  for 
the  rest  of  the  day  the  bridge  itself  cast  a shadow. 
The  other  parapet  faces  the  south,  and  looking  down 
from  it  the  bottom  of  the  brook  is  generally  visible, 
because  the  light  is  so  strong.  At  the  bottom  a green 
plant  may  be  seen  waving  to  and  fro  in  summer  as 
the  current  sways  it.  It  is  not  a weed  or  flag,  but  a 
plant  with  pale  green  leaves,  and  looks  as  if  it  had 
come  there  by  some  chance ; this  is  the  water- 
parsnip. 

By  the  shore  on  this,  the  sunny  side  of  the  bridge, 
a few  forget-me-nots  grow  in  their  season,  water  crow’s- 
foot  flowers,  flags  lie  along  the  surface  and  slowly 
swing  from  side  to  side  like  a boat  at  anchor.  The 
breeze  brings  a ripple,  and  the  sunlight  sparkles  on 
it;  the  light  reflected  dances  up  the  piers  of  the 
bridge.  Those  that  pass  along  the  road  are  naturally 
drawn  to  this  bright  parapet  where  the  brook  winds 
brimming  full  through  green  meadows.  You  can  see 
right  to  the  bottom ; you  can  see  where  the  rush  of 
the  water  has  scooped  out  a deeper  channel  under  the 
arches,  but  look  as  long  as  you  like  there  are  no  fish. 

The  trout  I watched  so  long,  and  with  such  pleasure, 
was  always  on  the  other  side,  at  the  tail  of  the  arch, 
waiting  for  whatever  might  come  through  to  him. 
There  in  perpetual  shadow  he  lay  in  wait,  a little  at 
the  side  of  the  arch,  scarcely  ever  varying  his  position 
except  to  dart  a yard  up  under  the  bridge  to  seize 
anything  he  fancied,  and  drifting  out  again  to  bring 
up  at  his  anchorage.  If  people  looked  over  the 
parapet  that  side  they  did  not  see  him ; they  could 
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not  see  the  bottom  there  for  the  shadow,  or  if  the 
summer  noonday  cast  a strong  beam  even  then  it 
seemed  to  cover  the  surface  of  the  water  with  a film 
of  light  which  could  not  be  seen  through.  There  are 
some  aspects  from  which  even  a picture  hung  on  the 
wall  close  at  hand  cannot  be  seen.  So  no  one  saw 
the  trout ; if  any  one  more  curious  leant  over  the 
parapet  he  was  gone  in  a moment  under  the  arch. 

Folk  fished  in  the  pond  about  the  verge  of  which 
the  sedge-birds  chattered,  and  but  a few  yards  distant ; 
but  they  never  looked  under  the  arch  on  the  northern 
and  shadowy  side,  where  the  water  flowed  beside  the 
beech.  For  three  seasons  this  continued.  For  three 
summers  I had  the  pleasure  to  see  the  trout  day  after 
day  whenever  I walked  that  way,  and  all  that  time, 
with  fishermen  close  at  hand,  he  escaped  notice, 
though  the  place  was  not  preserved.  It  is  wonderful 
to  think  how  difficult  it  is  to  see  anything  under  one’s 
very  eyes,  and  thousands  of  people  walked  actually 
and  physically  right  over  the  fish. 

However,  one  morning  in  the  third  summer,  I 
found  a fisherman  standing  in  the  road  and  fishing 
over  the  parapet  in  the  shadowy  water.  But  he  was 
fishing  at  the  wrong  arch,  and  only  with  paste  for 
roach.  While  the  man  stood  there  fishing,  along 
came  two  navvies;  naturally  enough  they  went  quietly 
up  to  see  what  the  fisherman  was  doing,  and  one 
instantly  uttered  an  exclamation.  He  had  seen  the 
trout.  The  man  who  was  fishing  with  paste  had 
stood  so  still  and  patient  that  the  trout,  re-assured, 
had  come  out,  and  the  navvy — trust  a navvy  to  see 
anything  of  the  kind — caught  sight  of  him. 
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The  navvy  knew  how  to  see  through  water.  He  told 
the  fisherman,  and  there  was  a stir  of  excitement,  a 
changing  of  hooks  and  bait.  I could  not  stay  to  see 
the  result,  but  went  on,  fearing  the  worst.  But  he 
did  not  succeed  ; next  day  the  wary  trout  was  there 
still,  and  the  next,  and  the  next.  Either  this 
particular  fisherman  was  not  able  to  come  again,  or 
was  discouraged ; at  any  rate,  he  did  not  try  again. 
The  fish  escaped,  doubtless  more  wary  than  ever. 

In  the  spring  of  the  next  year  the  trout  was  still 
there,  and  up  to  the  summer  I used  to  go  and  glance 
at  him.  This  was  the  fourth  season,  and  still  he 
was  there ; I took  friends  to  look  at  this  wonderful 
fish,  which  defied  all  the  loafers  and  poachers,  and 
above  all,  surrounded  himself  not  only  with  the 
shadow  of  the  bridge,  but  threw  a mental  shadow 
over  the  minds  of  passers-by,  so  that  they  never 
thought  of  the  possibility  of  such  a thing  as  trout. 
But  one  morning  something  happened.  The  brook 
was  dammed  up  on  the  sunny  side  of  the  bridge,  and 
the  water  let  off  by  a side-hatch,  that  some  accursed 
main  or  pipe  or  other  horror  might  be  laid  across  the 
bed  of  the  stream  somewhere  far  down. 

Above  the  bridge  there  was  a brimming  broad 
brook,  below  it  the  flags  lay  on  the  mud,  the  weeds 
drooped,  and  the  channel  was  dry.  It  was  dry  up  to 
the  beech  tree.  There,  under  the  drooping  boughs 
of  the  beech,  was  a small  pool  of  muddy  water, 
perhaps  two  yards  long,  and  very  narrow— a stagnant 
muddy  pool,  not  more  than  three  or  four  inches  deep. 
In  this  I saw  the  trout.  In  the  shallow  water,  his 
back  came  up  to  the  surface  (for  his  fins  must  have 
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touched  the  mud  sometimes) — once  it  came  above 
the  surface,  and  his  spots  showed  as  plain  as  if  you 
had  held  him  in  your  hand.  He  was  swimming 
round  to  try  and  find  out  the  reason  of  this  sudden 
stinting  of  room. 

Twice  he  heaved  himself  somewhat  on  his  side  over 
a dead  branch  that  was  at  the  bottom,  and  exhibited 
all  his  beauty  to  the  air  and  sunshine.  Then  he 
went  away  into  another  part  of  the  shallow  and  was 
hidden  by  the  muddy  water.  Now  under  the  arch  of 
the  bridge,  his  favourite  arch,  close  by  there  was  a 
deep  pool,  for,  as  already  mentioned,  the  scour  of  the 
current  scooped  away  the  sand  and  made  a hole  there. 
When  the  stream  was  shut  off  by  the  dam  above  this 
hole  remained  partly  full.  Between  this  pool  and 
the  shallow  under  the  beech  there  was  sufficient 
connection  for  the  fish  to  move  into  it. 

My  only  hope  was  that  he  would  do  so,  and  as 
some  showers  fell,  temporarily  increasing  the  depth 
of  the  narrow  canal  between  the  two  pools,  there 
seemed  every  reason  to  believe  that  he  had  got  to 
that  under  the  arch.  If  now  only  that  accursed  pipe 
or  main,  or  whatever  repair  it  was,  could  only  be 
finished  quickly,  even  now  the  trout  might  escape ! 
Every  day  my  anxiety  increased,  for  the  intelligence 
would  soon  get  about  that  the  brook  was  dammed 
up,  and  any  pools  left  in  it  would  be  sure  to  attract 
attention. 

Sunday  came,  and  directly  the  bells  had  done 
ringing  four  men  attacked  the  pool  under  the  arch. 
They  took  off  shoes  and  stockings  and  waded  in,  two 
at  each  end  of  the  arch.  Stuck  in  the  mud  close  by 
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•was  an  eel-spear.  They  churned  up  the  mud,  wading 
in,  and  thickened  and  darkened  it  as  they  groped 
under.  No  one  could  watch  these  barbarians  longer. 

Is  it  possible  that  he  could  have  escaped?  He 
was  a wonderful  fish,  wary  and  quick.  Is  it  just 
possible  that  they  may  not  even  have  known  that  a 
trout  was  there  at  all ; but  have  merely  hoped  for 
perch,  or  tench,  or  eels  ? The  pool  was  deep  and  the 
fish  quick — they  did  not  bale  it,  might  he  have 
escaped?  Might  they  even,  if  they  did  find  him, 
have  mercifully  taken  him  and  placed  him  alive  in 
some  other  water  nearer  their  homes  ? Is  it  possible 
that  he  may  have  almost  miraculously  made  his  way 
down  the  stream  into  other  pools  ? 

There  was  very  heavy  rain  one  night,  which  might 
have  given  him  such  a chance.  These  “mights,” 
and  “ifs,”  and  “is  it  possible”  even  now  keep  alive 
some  little  hope  that  some  day  I may  yet  see  him 
again.  But  that  was  in  the  early  summer.  It  is 
now  winter,  and  the  beech  has  brown  spots.  Among 
the  limes  the  sedges  are  matted  and  entangled,  the 
sword-flags  rusty;  the  rooks  are  at  the  acorns,  and 
the  plough  is  at  work  in  the  stubble.  I have  never 
seen  him  since.  I never  failed  to  glance  over  the 
parapet  into  the  shadowy  water.  Somehow  it  seemed 
to  look  colder,  darker,  less  pleasant  than  it  used  to 
do.  The  spot  was  empty,  and  the  shrill  winds 
whistled  through  the  poplars. 
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A BARN. 

A beoad  red  roof  of  tile  is  a conspicuous  object  on  the 
same  road  which  winds  and  turns  in  true  crooked 
country  fashion,  wTith  hedgerows,  trees,  and  fields  on 
both  sides,  and  scarcely  a dwelling  visible.  It  is 
not,  indeed,  so  crooked  as  a lane  in  Gloucestershire, 
which  I verily  believe  passes  the  same  tree  thrice, 
but  the  curves  are  frequent  enough  to  vary  the  view 
pleasantly. 

Approaching  from  either  direction,  on  turning  a 
certain  corner  a great  red  roof  rises  high  above  the 
hedges,  and  the  line  of  its  ridge  is  seen  every  way 
through  the  trees.  With  this  old  barn,  as  with  so 
much  of  the  architecture  of  former  times,  the  roof  is 
the  most  important  part.  The  gables,  for  instance, 
of  Elizabethan  houses  occupy  the  eye  far  more  than 
the  walls ; and  so,  too,  with  the  antique  halls  that 
still  exist.  The  roof  of  this  old  barn  is  itself  the 
building;  the  roof  and  the  doors,  for  the  sweeping 
slope  of  the  tiles  comes  down  within  reach  of  the 
hand,  while  the  great  doors  extend  half-way  to  the 
ridge. 

By  the  low  black  wooden  walls  a little  chaff  has 
been  spilt,  and  has  blown  out  and  mingles  with  the 


A BARN. 


81 


dust  of  the  road.  Loose  straws  lie  across  the  foot- 
path, trodden  flat  by  passing  feet;  straws  have 
wandered  across  the  road  and  lodged  on  the  mound, 
and  others  have  roamed  still  farther  round  the  corner. 
Between  the  gatepost  and  the  wall  that  encloses  the 
rickyard  more  straws  are  jammed,  and  yet  more  are 
borne  up  by  the  nettles  beneath  it. 

Mosses  have  grown  over  the  old  red  brick  wall, 
both  on  the  top  and  following  the  lines  of  the  mortar, 
and  bunches  of  wall  grasses  flourish  along  the  top. 
The  wheat,  and  barley,  and  hay  carted  home  to  the 
rickyard  contain  the  seeds  of  innumerable  plants, 
many  of  which,  dropping  to  the  ground,  come  up 
next  year.  The  trodden  earth  round  where  the  ricks 
stood  seems  favourable  to  their  early  appearance ; 
the  first  poppy  blooms  here,  though  its  colour  is  paler 
than  those  which  come  afterwards  in  the  fields. 

In  spring  most  of  the  ricks  are  gone,  threshed  and 
sold,  but  there  remains  the  vast  pile  of  straw — always 
straw — and  the  three-cornered  stump  of  a hay-rick 
which  displays  bands  of  different  hues,  one  above  the 
other,  like  the  strata  of  a geological  map.  Some  of 
the  hay  was  put  up  damp,  some  in  good  condition, 
and  some  had  been  browned  by  bad  weather  before 
being  carted. 

About  the  straw-rick,  and  over  the  chaff  that 
everywhere  strews  the  earth,  numerous  fowls  search, 
and  by  the  gateway  Chanticleer  proudly  stands,  tall 
and  upright,  the  king  of  the  rickyard  still,  as  he  and 
his  ancestors  have  been  these  hundreds  of  years. 
Under  the  granary,  which  is  built  on  stone  staddles, 
to  exclude  the  mice,  some  turkeys  are  huddled 
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together  calling  occasionally  for  a “halter,”  and 
beyond  them  the  green,  glossy  neck  of  a drake 
glistens  in  the  sunshine. 

When  the  corn  is  high,  and  sometimes  before  it  is 
well  up,  the  doors  of  the  barn  are  daily  open,  and 
shock-headed  children  peer  over  the  hatch.  There 
are  others  within  playing  and  tumbling  on  a heap  of 
straw — always  straw — which  is  their  bed  at  night. 
The  sacks  which  form  their  counterpane  are  rolled 
aside,  and  they  have  half  the  barn  for  their  nursery. 
If  it  is  wet,  at  least  one  great  girl  and  the  mother 
will  be  there  too,  gravely  sewing,  and  sitting  where 
they  can  see  all  that  goes  along  the  road. 

A hundred  yards  away,  in  a corner  of  an  arable 
field,  the  very  windiest  and  most  draughty  that  could 
be  chosen,  where  the  hedge  is  cut  down  so  that  it 
can  barely  be  called  a hedge,  and  where  the  elms 
draw  the  wind,  the  men  of  the  family  crowd  over  a 
smoky  fire.  In  the  wind  and  rain  the  fire  could  not 
burn  at  all  had  they  not  by  means  of  a stick  propped 
up  a hurdle  to  windward,  and  thus  sheltered  it.  As 
it  is  there  seems  no  flame,  only  white  embers  and  a 
flow  of  smoke,  into  which  the  men  from  time  to  time 
cast  the  dead  wood  they  have  gathered.  Here  the 
pot  is  boiled  and  the  cooking  accomplished  at  a Bafe 
distance  from  the  litter  and  straw  of  the  rickyard. 

These  people  are  Irish,  who  come  year  after  year 
to  the  same  barn  for  the  hoeing  and  the  harvest, 
travelling  from  the  distant  West  to  gather  agricultural 
wages  on  the  verge  of  the  metropolis. 

In  fine  summer  weather,  beside  the  usual  business 
traffic,  there  goes  past  this  windy  bare  corner  a 


A BARN. 


S3 


constant  stream  of  pleasure  seekers,  heavily  laden 
four-in-liands,  tandems,  dog-carts,  equestrians,  and 
open  carriages,  filled  with  well-dressed  ladies.  They 
represent  the  abundant  gold  of  trade  and  commerce. 
In  their  careless  luxury  they  do  not  notice  —how 
should  they? — the  smoky  fire  in  the  barren  corner, 
or  the  shock-headed  children  staring  at  the  equipages 
over  the  hatch  at  the  barn. 

Within  a mile  there  is  a similar  fire,  which  by  day 
is  not  noticeable,  because  the  spot  is  under  a hedge 
two  meadows  back  from  the  road.  At  night  it  shows 
brightly,  and  even  as  late  as  eleven  o’clock  dusky 
figures  may  be  seen  about  it,  as  if  the  family  slept 
in  the  open  air.  A third  fire  is  kept  up  in  the  same 
neighbourhood,  but  in  a different  direction,  in  a 
meadow  bordering  on  a -lonely  lane.  There  is  a 
thatched  shed  behind  the  hedge,  which  is  the  sleeping- 
place — the  fire  burns  some  forty  yards  away.  Still 
another  shines  at  night  in  an  open  arable  field,  where 
is  a barn. 

One  day  I observed  a farmer’s  courtyard  completely 
filled  with  groups  of  men,  women,  and  children,  who 
had  come  travelling  round  to  do  the  harvesting. 
They  had  with  them  a small  cart  or  van — not  of  the 
kind  which  the  show  folk  use  as  moveable  dwellings, 
but  for  the  purpose  of  carrying  their  pots,  pans,  and 
the  like.  The  greater  number  carry  their  burdens  on 
their  backs,  trudging  afoot. 

A gang  of  ten  or  twelve  once  gathered  round  me 
to  inquire  the  direction  of  some  spot  they  desired 
to  reach.  A powerful-looking  woman,  with  reaping- 
hook  in  her  hand  and  cooking  implements  over  her 
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shoulder,  was  the  speaker.  The  rest  did  not  appear 
to  know  a word  of  English,  and  her  pronuncia- 
tion was  so  peculiar  that  it  was  impossible  to  under- 
stand what  she  meant  except  by  her  gestures.  I 
suppose  she  wanted  to  find  a farm,  the  name  of 
which  I could  not  get  at,  and  then  perceiving  she 
was  not  understood  her  broad  face  flushed  red  and 
she  poured  out  a flood  of  Irish  in  her  excitement. 
The  others  chimed  in,  and  the  din  redoubled.  At 
last  I caught  the  name  of  a town  and  was  thus  able 
to  point  the  way. 

About  harvest  time  it  is  common  to  meet  an  Irish 
labourer  dressed  in  the  national  costume : a tall, 
upright  fellow  with  a long-tailed  coat,  breeches,  and 
worsted  stockings.  He  walks  as  upright  as  if  drilled, 
with  a quick  easy  gait  and  springy  step,  quite  distinct 
from  the  Saxon  stump.  When  the  corn  is  cut  these 
bivouac  fires  go  out,  and  the  camp  disappears,  but 
the  white  ashes  remain,  and  next  season  the  smoke 
will  rise  again. 

The  barn  here  with  its  broad  red  roof,  and  the 
rickyard  with  the  stone  staddles,  and  the  litter  of 
chaff  and  straw,  is  the  central  rendezvous  all  the 
year  of  the  resident  labourers.  Day  by  day,  and  at 
all  hours,  there  is  sure  to  be  some  of  them  about 
the  place.  The  stamp  of  the  land  is  on  them.  They 
border  on  the  city,  but  are  as  distinctly  agricultural 
and  as  immediately  recognizable  as  in  the  heart  of 
the  country.  This  sturdy  carter,  as  he  comes  round 
the  corner  of  the  straw  rick,  cannot  be  mistaken. 

He  is  short  and  thickly  set,  a man  of  some  fifty 
years,  but  hard  and  firm  of  make.  His  face  is  broad 
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and  red,  his  shiny  fat  cheeks  almost  as  prominent  as 
his  stumpy  nose,  likewise  red  and  shiny.  A fringe 
of  reddish  whiskers  surrounds  his  chin  like  a cropped 
hedge.  The  eyes  are  small  and  set  deeply,  a habit 
of  half-closing  the  lids  when  walking  in  the  teeth  of 
the  wind  and  rain  has  caused  them  to  appear  still 
smaller.  The  wrinkles  at  the  corners  and  the  bushy 
eyebrows  are  more  visible  and  pronounced  than  the 
eyes  themselves,  which  are  mere  bright  grey  points 
twinkling  with  complacent  good  humour. 

These  red  cheeks  want  but  the  least  motion  to 
break  into  a smile;  the  action  of  opening  the  lips 
to  speak  is  sufficient  to  give  that  expression.  The 
fur  cap  he  wears  allows  the  round  shape  of  his  head 
to  be  seen,  and  the  thick  neck  which  is  the  colour  of 
a brick.  He  trudges  deliberately  round  the  straw 
rick ; there  is  something  in  the  style  of  the  man 
which  exactly  corresponds  to  the  barn,  and  the  straw, 
and  the  stone  staddles,  and  the  waggons.  Could  we 
look  back  three  hundred  years,  just  such  a man 
would  be  seen  in  the  midst  of  the  same  surround- 
ings, deliberately  trudging  round  the  straw  ricks  of 
Elizabethan  days,  calm  and  complacent  though  the 
Armada  be  at  hand.  There  are  the  ricks  just  the 
same,  there  is  the  barn,  and  the  horses  are  in  good 
case ; the  wheat  is  coming  on  well.  Armies  may 
march,  but  these  are  the  same. 

When  his  waggon  creaks  along  the  road  towards 
the  town  his  eldest  lad  walks  proudly  by  the  leader’s 
head,  and  two  younger  boys  ride  in  the  vehicle.  They 
pass  under  the  great  elms ; now  the  sunshine  and 
now  the  shadow  falls  upon  them ; the  horses  move 
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with  measured  step  and  without  haste,  and  both 
horses  and  human  folks  are  content  in  themselves. 

As  you  sit  in  summer  on  the  beach  and  gaze  afar 
over  the  blue  waters  scarcely  flecked  with  foam, 
how  slowly  the  distant  ship  moves  along  the  horizon. 
It  is  almost,  but  not  quite,  still.  You  go  to  lunch  and 
return,  and  the  vessel  is  still  there ; what  patience 
the  man  at  the  wheel  must  have.  So,  now,  resting 
here  on  the  stile,  see  the  plough  yonder,  travelling 
as  it  were  with  all  sails  set. 

Three  shapely  horses  in  line  draw  the  share.  The 
traces  are  taut,  the  swing-tree  like  a yard  braced 
square,  the  helmsman  at  the  tiller  bears  hard  upon 
the  stilts.  But  does  it  move  ? The  leading  horse, 
seen  distinct  against  the  sky,  lifts  a hoof  and  places 
it  down  again,  stepping  in  the  last  furrow  made. 
But  then  there  is  a perceptible  pause  before  the  next 
hoof  rises,  and  yet  again  a perceptible  delay  in  the 
pull  of  the  muscles.  The  stooping  ploughman  walk- 
ing in  the  new  furrow,  with  one  foot  often  on  the 
level  and  the  other  in  the  hollow,  sways  a little 
with  the  lurch  of  his  implement,  but  barely  drifts 
ahead. 

While  watched  they  scarcely  move ; but  now  look 
away  for  a time  and  on  returning  the  plough  itself 
and  the  lower  limbs  of  the  ploughman  and  the  horses 
are  out  of  sight.  They  have  gone  over  a slope,  and 
are  “hull  down;”  a few  minutes  more,  and  they 
disappear  behind  the  ridge.  Look  away  again  and 
read  or  dream,  as  you  would  on  the  beach,  and  then, 
see,  the  head  and  shoulders  of  the  leading  horse  are 
up,  and  by  and  by  the  plough  rises,  as  they  come 
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back  on  the  opposite  tack.  Thus  the  long  hours 
slowly  pass. 

Intent  day  after  day  upon  the  earth  beneath  his 
feet,  or  upon  the  tree  in  the  hedge  yonder,  by  which, 
as  by  a lighthouse,  he  strikes  out  a straight  furrow, 
his  mind  absorbs  the  spirit  of  the  land.  When  the 
plough  pauses,  as  he  takes  out  his  bread  and  cheese 
in  the  corner  of  the  field  for  luncheon,  he  looks  oyer 
the  low  cropped  hedge  and  sees  far  off  the  glitter  of 
the  sunshine  on  the  glass  roof  of  the  Crystal  Palace. 
The  light  plays  and  dances  on  it,  flickering  as  on 
rippling  water.  But,  though  hard  by,  he  is  not  of 
London.  The  horses  go  on  again,  and  his  gaze  is 
bent  down  upon  the  furrow. 

A mile  or  so  up  the  road  there  is  a place  where  it 
widens,  and  broad  strips  of  sward  run  parallel  on 
both  sides.  Beside  the  path,  but  just  off  it,  so  as  to 
be  no  obstruction,  an  aged  man  stands  watching  his 
sheep.  He  has  stood  there  so  long  that  at  last  the 
restless  sheep  dog  has  settled  down  on  the  grass.  He 
wears  a white  smock-frock,  and  leans  heavily  on  his 
long  staff,  which  he  holds  with  both  hands,  propping 
his  chest  upon  it.  His  face  is  set  in  a frame  of 
white — white  hair,  white  whiskers,  short  white  beard. 
It  is  much  wrinkled  with  years;  but  still  has  a 
hale  and  hearty  hue. 

The  sheep  are  only  on  their  way  from  one  part  of 
the  farm  to  another,  perhaps  half  a mile ; but  they 
have  already  been  an  hour,  and  will  probably  occupy 
another,  in  getting  there.  Some  are  feeding  steadily  ; 
some  are  in  a gateway,  doing  nothing,  like  their 
pastor ; if  they  were  on  the  loneliest  slope  of  the 
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Downs  he  and  they  could  not  he  more  unconcerned. 
Carriages  go  past,  and  neither  the  sheep  nor  the 
shepherd  turn  to  look. 

Suddenly  there  comes  a hollow  booming  sound — a 
roar,  mellowed  and  subdued  by  distance,  with  a 
peculiar  beat  upon  the  ear,  as  if  a wave  struck  the 
nerve  and  rebounded  and  struck  again  in  an  infini- 
tesimal fraction  of  time — such  a sound  as  can  only 
bellow  from  the  mouth  of  cannon.  Another  and 
another.  The  big  guns  at  Woolwich  are  at  work. 
The  shepherd  takes  no  heed — neither  he  nor  his 
sheep. 

His  ears  must  acknowledge  the  sound,  but  his  mind 
pays  no  attention.  He  knows  of  nothing  but  his 
sheep.  You  may  brush  by  him  along  the  footpath 
and  it  is  doubtful  if  he  sees  you.  But  stay  and  speak 
about  the  sheep,  and  instantly  he  looks  you  in  the 
face  and  answers  with  interest. 

Bound  the  corner  of  the  straw-rick  by  the  red- 
roofed  barn  there  comes  another  man,  this  time  with 
smoke-blackened  face,  and  bringing  with  him  an 
odour  of  cotton  waste  and  oil.  He  is  the  driver  of 
a steam  ploughing  engine,  whose  broad  wheels  in 
summer  leave  their  impression  in  the  deep  white  dust 
of  the  roads,  and  in  moist  weather  sink  into  the  soil 
at  the  gateways  and  leave  their  mark  as  perfect  as  in 
wax.  But  though  familiar  with  valves,  and  tubes, 
and  gauges,  spending  his  hours  polishing  brass  and 
steel,  and  sometimes  busy  with  spanner  and  hammer, 
his  talk,  too,  is  of  the  fields. 

He  looks  at  the  clouds,  and  hopes  it  will  continue 
fine  enough  to  work.  Like  many  others  of  the  men 
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who  are  employed  on  the  farms  about  town  he  came 
originally  from  a little  village  a hundred  miles  away, 
in  the  heart  of  the  country.  The  stamp  of  the  land 
is  on  him,  too. 

Besides  the  Irish,  who  pass  in  gangs  and  generally 
have  a settled  destination,  many  agricultural  folk 
drift  along  the  roads  and  lanes  searching  for  work. 
They  are  sometimes  alone,  or  in  couples,  or  they 
are  a man  and  his  wife,  and  carry  hoes.  You 
•can  tell  them  as  far  as  you  can  see  them,  for  they 
stop  and  look  over  every  gateway  to  note  how 
•the  crop  is  progressing,  and  whether  any  labour  is 
required. 

On  Saturday  afternoons,  among  the  crowd  of 
customers  at  the  shops  in  the  towns,  under  the  very 
shadow  of  the  almost  palatial  villas  of  wealthy 
“City”  men,  there  may  be  seen  women  whose  dress 
and  talk  at  once  mark  them  out  as  agricultural. 
They  have  come  in  on  foot  from  distant  farms  for  a 
supply  of  goods,  and  will  return  heavily  laden.  No 
town-bred  woman,  however  poor,  would  dress  so 
plainly  as  these  cottage  matrons.  Their  daughters 
who  go  with  them  have  caught  the  finery  of  the  town, 
and  they  do  not  mean  to  stay  in  the  cottage. 

There  is  a bleak  arable  field,  on  somewhat  elevated 
ground,  not  very  far  from  the  same  old  barn.  In  the 
corner  of  this  field  for  the  last  twTo  or  three  years  a 
great  pit  of  roots  has  been  made : that  is,  the  roots 
are  piled  together  and  covered  with  straw  and  earth. 
When  this  mound  is  opened  in  the  early  spring  a 
•stout,  elderly  woman  takes  her  seat  beside  it,  bill- 
hook in  hand,  and  there  she  sits  the  day  through 
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trimming  the  roots  one  by  one,  and  casting  those  that 
she  has  prepared  aside  ready  to  he  carted  away  to 
the  cattle. 

A hurdle  or  two  propped  up  with  stakes,  and 
against  which  some  of  the  straw  from  a mound  has 
been  thrown,  keeps  off  some  of  the  wind.  But  the 
easterly  breezes  sweeping  over  the  bare  upland  must 
rush  round  and  over  that  slight  bulwark  with  force 
but  little  broken.  Holding  the  root  in  the  left  hand, 
she  turns  it  round  and  slashes  off  the  projections  with 
quick  blows,  which  seem  to  only  just  miss  her  fingers, 
laughing  and  talking  the  while  with  two  children  who 
have  brought  her  some  refreshment,  and  who  roll 
and  tumble  and  play  about  her.  The  scene  might  be 
bodily  removed  and  set  down  a hundred  miles  away, 
in  the  midst  of  a western  county,  and  would  there  be 
perfectly  at  one  with  the  surroundings. 

Here,  as  she  sits  and  chops,  the  east  wind  brings 
the  boom  of  trains  continually  rolling  over  an  iron 
bridge  to  and  from  the  metropolis.  She  was  there 
two  successive  seasons  to  my  knowledge;  she,  too, 
had  the  stamp  of  the  land  upon  her. 

The  broad  sward  where  the  white-haired  shepherd 
so  often  stands  watching  his  sheep  feeding  along  to 
this  field,  is  decked  in  summer  with  many  flowers. 
By  the  hedge  the  agrimony  frequently  lifts  its  long 
stem,  surrounded  with  small  yellow  petals.  One  da}’ 
towards  autumn  I noticed  a man  looking  along  a 
hedge,  and  found  that  he  was  gathering  this  plant. 
He  had  a small  armful  of  the  straggling  stalks, 
from  which  the  flowers  were  then  fading.  The  herb 
once  had  a medicinal  reputation,  and,  curious  to 
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know  if  it  was  still  remembered,  I asked  him  the 
name  of  the  herb  and  what  it  was  for.  He  replied 
that  it  was  agrimony:  “We  makes  tea  of  it,  and 
it  is  good  for  the  flesh,”  or,  as  he  pronounced  it, 
“ fleysh.” 
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WHEA  TFIELDS. 

The  cornfields  immediately  without  London  on  the 
southern  side  are  among  the  first  to  he  reaped. 
Regular  as  if  clipped  to  a certain  height,  the  level 
wheat  shows  the  slope  of  the  ground,  corresponding 
to  it,  so  that  the  glance  travels  swiftly  and  unchecked 
across  the  fields.  They  scarce  seem  divided,  for  the 
yellow  ears  on  either  side  rise  as  high  as  the  cropped 
hedge  between. 

Red  spots,  like  larger  poppies,  now  appear  above 
and  now  dive  down  again  beneath  the  golden  surface. 
These  are  the  red  caps  worn  by  some  of  the  reapers  ; 
some  of  the  girls,  too,  have  a red  scarf  across  the 
shoulder  or  round  the  waist.  By  instinctive  sym- 
pathy the  heat  of  summer  requires  the  contrast  of 
brilliant  hues,  of  scarlet  and  gold,  of  poppy  and 
wheat. 

A girl,  as  she  rises  from  her  stooping  position, 
turns  a face,  brown,  as  if  stained  with  walnut  juice, 
towards  me,  the  plain  gold  ring  in  her  brown  ear 
gleams,  so,  too,  the  rings  on  her  finger,  nearly  black 
from  the  sun,  but  her  dark  eyes  scarcely  pause  a 
second  on  a stranger.  She  is  too  busy,  her  tanned 
fingers  are  at  work  again  gathering  up  the  cut  wheat. 
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This  is  no  gentle  labour,  but  “ hard  hand-play,”  like 
that  in  the  battle  of  the  olden  time  sung  by  the  Saxon 
poet. 

The  ceaseless  stroke  of  the  reaping-hook  falls  on 
the  ranks  of  the  corn : the  corn  yields,  but  only  inch 
by  inch.  If  the  burning  sun,  or  thirst,  or  weariness 
forces  the  reaper  to  rest,  the  fight  too  stays,  the  ranks 
do  not  retreat,  and  victory  is  only  won  by  countless 
blows.  The  boom  of  a bridge  as  a train  rolls  over 
the  iron  girders  resounds,  and  the  brazen  dome  on  the 
locomotive  is  visible  for  a moment  as  it  passes  across 
the  valley.  But  no  one  heeds  it — the  train  goes  on 
its  way  to  the  great  city,  the  reapers  abide  by  their 
labour.  Men  and  women,  lads  and  girls,  some  mere 
children,  judged  by  their  stature,  are  plunged  as  it 
were  in  the  wheat. 

The  few  that  wear  bright  colours  are  seen : the 
many  who  do  not  are  unnoticed.  Perhaps  the  dusky 
girl  here  with  the  red  scarf  may  have  some  strain  of 
the  gipsy,  some  far-off  reminiscence  of  the  sunlit  East 
which  caused  her  to  wind  it  about  her.  The  sheaf 
grows  under  her  fingers,  it  is  bound  about  with  a 
girdle  of  twisted  stalks,  in  which  mingle  the  green 
bine  of  convolvulus  and  the  pink-streaked  bells  that 
must  fade. 

Heat  comes  down  from  above ; heat  comes  up  from 
beneath,  from  the  dry,  white  earth,  from  the  rows  of 
stubble,  as  if  emitted  by  the  endless  tubes  of  cut  stalks 
pointing  upwards.  Wheat  is  a plant  of  the  sun : it 
loves  the  heat,  and  heat  crackles  in  the  rustle  of  the 
straw.  The  pimpernels  above  which  the  hook  passed 
are  wide  open  : the  larger  white  convolvulus  trumpets 
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droop  languidly  on  the  low  hedge : the  distant  hills 
are  dim  with  the  vapour  of  heat;  the  very  clouds 
which  stay  motionless  in  the  sky  reflect  a yet  more 
brilliant  light  from  their  white  edges.  Is  there  no 
shadow  ? 

There  is  no  tree  in  the  field,  and  the  low  hedge  can 
shelter  nothing;  but  bordering  the  next,  on  rather 
higher  ground,  is  an  ash  copse,  with  some  few  spruce 
firs.  Besting  on  a rail  in  the  shadow  of  these  firs,  a 
light  air  now  and  again  draws  along  beside  the  nut- 
tree  hushes  of  the  hedge,  the  cooler  atmosphere  of  the 
shadow,  perhaps  causes  it.  Faint  as  it  is,  it  sways  the 
heavy  laden  brome  grass,  but  is  not  strong  enough  to 
lift  a ball  of  thistledown  from  the  bennets  among 
which  it  is  entangled. 

How  swiftly  the  much-desired  summer  comes  upon 
us ! Even  with  the  reapers  at  work  before  one  it  is 
difficult  to  realize  that  it  has  not  only  come,  but  will 
soon  be  passing  away.  Sweet  summer  is  but  just  long 
enough  for  the  happy  loves  of  the  larks.  It  seems  but 
yesterday,  it  is  really  more  than  five  months  since, 
that,  leaning  against  the  gate  there,  I watched  a lark 
and  his  affianced  on  the  ground  among  the  grey  stubble 
of  last  year  still  standing. 

His  crest  was  high  and  his  form  upright,  he  ran  a 
little  way  and  then  sang,  went  on  again  and  sang 
again  to  his  love,  moving  parallel  with  him.  Then 
passing  from  the  old  dead  stubble  to  fresh-turned 
furrows,  still  they  went  side  by  side,  now  down  in  the 
valley  between  the  clods,  now  mounting  the  ridges,  but 
always  together,  always  with  song  and  joy,  till  I lost 
them  across  the  brown  earth.  But  even  then  from 


WHEATF1ELDS. 


95 


time  to  time  came  the  sweet  voice,  full  of  hope  in 
coming  summer. 

The  clay  declined,  and  from  the  clear,  cold  sky  of 
March  the  moon  looked  down,  gleaming  on  the  smooth 
planed  furrow  where  the  plough  had  passed.  Scarce 
had  she  faded  in  the  dawn  ere  the  lark  sang  again, 
high  in  the  morning  sky.  The  evenings  became  dark; 
still  he  rose  above  the  shadows  and  the  dusky  earth, 
and  his  song  fell  from  the  bosom  of  the  night.  With 
full  untiring  choir  the  joyous  host  heralded  the  birth 
of  the  corn;  the  slender,  forceless  seedleaves  which 
came  gently  up  till  they  had  risen  above  the  proud 
crests  of  the  lovers. 

Time  advanced,  and  the  bare  mounds  about  the 
field,  carefully  cleaned  by  the  husbandman,  were 
covered  again  with  wild  herbs  and  plants,  like  a 
fringe  to  a garment  of  pure  green.  Parsley  and 
“gix,”  and  clogweed,  and  sauce-alone,  whose  white 
flowers  smell  of  garlic  if  crushed  in  the  fingers,  came 
up  along  the  hedge;  by  the  gateway  from  the  bare 
trodden  earth  appeared  the  shepherd’s  purse ; small 
must  be  the  coin  to  go  in  its  seed  capsule,  and  there- 
fore it  wTas  so  called  with  grim  and  truthful  humour, 
for  the  shepherd,  hard  as  is  his  work,  facing  wind  and 
weather,  carries  home  but  little  money. 

Yellow  charlock  shot  up  faster  and  shone  bright 
above  the  corn ; the  oaks  showered  down  their  green 
flowers  like  moss  upon  the  ground ; the  tree  pipits 
sang  on  the  branches  and  descending  to  the  wheat. 
The  rusty  chain-harrow,  lying  inside  the  gate,  all 
tangled  together,  was  concealed  with  grasses.  Yonder 
the  magpies  fluttered  over  the  beans  among  which  they 
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are  always  searching  in  spring ; blackbirds,  too,  are 
fond  of  a beanfield. 

Time  advanced  again,  and  afar  on  the  slope  bright 
yellow  mustard  flowered,  a hill  of  yellow  behind  the 
elms.  The  luxuriant  purple  of  trifolium,  acres  of  rich 
colour,  glowed  in  the  sunlight.  There  was  a scent  of 
flowering  beans,  the  vetches  were  in  flower,  and  the 
peas  which  clung  together  for  support — the  stalk  of 
the  pea  goes  through  the  leaf  as  a painter  thrusts  his 
thumb  through  his  palette.  Under  the  edge  of  the 
footpath  through  the  wheat  a wild  pansy  blooms. 

Standing  in  the  gateway  beneath  the  shelter  of  the 
elms  as  the  clouds  come  over,  it  is  pleasant  to  hear 
the  cool  refreshing  rain  come  softly  down  ; the  green 
wheat  drinks  it  as  it  falls,  so  that  hardly  a drop  reaches 
the  ground,  and  to-morrow  it  will  be  as  dry  as  ever. 
Wood  pigeons  call  from  the  hedges,  and  blackbirds 
whistle  in  the  trees  ; the  sweet  delicious  rain  refreshes 
them  as  it  does  the  corn. 

Thunder  mutters  in  the  distance,  and  the  electric 
atmosphere  rapidly  draws  the  wheat  up  higher.  A 
few  days  sunshine  and  the  first  wheatear  appears. 
Very  likely  there  are  others  near,  but  standing  with 
their  hood  of  green  leaf  towards  you,  and  therefore 
hidden.  As  the  wheat  comes  into  ear  it  is  garlanded 
about  with  hedges  in  full  flower. 

It  is  midsummer,  and  midsummer,  like  a bride,  is 
decked  in  white.  On  the  high-reaching  briars  w7hite 
June  roses;  white  flowers  on  the  lowly  brambles; 
broad  white  umbels  of  elder  in  the  corner,  and  white 
cornels  blooming  under  the  elm  ; honeysuckle  hang- 
ing creamy  white  coronals  round  the  ash  boughs; 
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white  meadow-sweet  flowering  on  the  shore  of  the 
ditch ; white  clover,  too,  beside  the  gateway.  As 
spring  is  azure  and  purple,  so  midsummer  is  white, 
and  autumn  golden.  Thus  the  coming  out  of  the 
wheat  into  ear  is  marked  and  welcomed  with  the 
purest  colour. 

But  these,  though  the  most  prominent  along  the 
hedge,  are  not  the  only  flowers ; the  prevalent  whit, 
is  embroidered  with  other  hues.  The  brown  feathers 
of  a few  reeds  growing  where  the  furrows  empty  the 
showers  into  the  ditch,  wave  above  the  corn.  Among 
the  leaves  of  mallow  its  mauve  petals  are  sheltered 
from  the  sun.  On  slender  stalks  the  yellow  vetchling 
blooms,  reaching  ambitiously  as  tall  as  the  lowest 
of  the  brambles.  Bird’s-foot  lotus,  with  red  claws, 
is  overtopped  by  the  grasses. 

The  elm  has  a fresh  green — it  has  put  forth  its 
second  or  midsummer  shoot ; the  young  leaves  of 
the  aspen  are  wTtite,  and  the  tree  as  the  wind 
touches  it  seems  to  turn  grey.  The  furrows  run  to 
the  ditch  under  the  reeds,  the  ditch  declines  to  a 
little  streamlet  which  winds  all  hidden  by  willowherb 
and  rush  and  flag,  a mere  trickle  of  water  under 
brooklime,  away  at  the  feet  of  the  corn.  In  the 
shadow,  deep  down  beneath  the  crumbling  bank 
which  is  only  held  up  by  the  roots  of  the  grasses, 
is  a forget-me-not,  with  a tiny  circlet  of  yellow  in  the 
centre  of  its  petals. 

The  coming  of  the  ears  of  wheat  forms  an  era  and 
a date,  a fixed  point  in  the  story  of  the  summer.  It 
is  then  that,  soon  after  dawn,  the  clear  sky  assumes 
the  delicate  and  yet  luscious  purple  which  seems  to 
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shine  through  the  usual  atmosphere,  as  if  its  former 
blue  became  translucent,  and  an  inner  and  ethereal 
light  of  colour  was  shown.  As  the  sun  rises  higher 
the  brilliance  of  his  rays  overpowers  it,  and  even  at 
midsummer  it  is  but  rarely  seen. 

The  morning  sky  is  often,  too,  charged  with  saffron, 
or  the  blue  is  clear,  but  pale,  and  the  sunrise  might 
be  watched  for  many  mornings  without  the  appearance 
of  this  exquisite  hue.  Once  seen,  it  will  ever  be 
remembered.  Upon  the  Downs  in  early  autumn, 
as  the  vapours  clear  away,  the  same  colour  occa- 
sionally gleams  from  the  narrow  openings  of  blue 
sky.  But  at  midsummer,  above  the  opening  wheat- 
ears,  the  heaven  from  the  east  to  the  zenith  is  flushed 
with  it. 

At  noonday,  as  the  light  breeze  comes  over,  the 
wheat  rustles  the  more  because  the  stalks  are 
stiffening  and  swing  from  side  to  side  from  the  root 
instead  of  yielding  up  the  stem.  Stay  now  at  every 
gateway  and  lean  over  while  the  midsummer  hum 
sounds  above.  It  is  a peculiar  sound,  not  like  the 
querulous  buzz  of  the  honey,  nor  the  drone  of  the 
humble  bee,  but  a sharp  ringing  resonance  like  that 
of  a tuning-fork.  Sometimes,  in  the  far  away  country 
where  it  is  often  much  louder,  the  folk  think  it  has 
a threatening  note. 

Here  the  barley  has  taken  a different  tint  now  the 
beard  is  out ; here  the  oats  are  straggling  forth  from 
their  sheath;  here  a pungent  odour  of  mustard  in 
flower  comes  on  the  air ; there  a poppy  faints  with 
broad  petals  flung  back  and  drooping,  unable  to  uphold 
its  gorgeous  robes.  The  flower  of  the  field  pea,  here 
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again,  would  make  a model  for  a lady’s  bat ; so  would 
a butterfly  witb  closed  wings  on  tbe  verge  of  a leaf ; 
so  would  tbe  broom  blossom,  or  tbe  pink  flower  of  tbe 
restbarrow.  Tbis  bairy  caterpillar,  creeping  along 
tbe  hawthorn,  which  if  touched,  immediately  coils 
itself  in  a ring,  very  recently  was  thought  a charm 
in  distant  country  places  for  some  diseases  of  child- 
hood, if  bung  about  tbe  neck.  Hedge  mustard,  yellow 
and  ragged  and  dusty,  stands  by  tbe  gateway. 

In  tbe  evening,  as  tbe  dew  gathers  on  tbe  grass, 
which  feels  cooler  to  tbe  band  some  time  before  an 
actual  deposit,  tbe  clover  and  vetches  close  their 
leaves — tbe  signal  tbe  bares  have  been  waiting  for  to 
venture  from  tbe  sides  of  tbe  fields  where  they  have 
been  cautiously  roaming,  and  take  bolder  strolls 
across  tbe  open  and  along  tbe  lanes.  Tbe  aspens 
rustle  louder  in  tbe  stillness  of  tbe  evening;  their 
leaves  not  only  sway  to  and  fro,  but  semi-rotate  upon 
tbe  stalks,  which  causes  their  scintillating  appearance. 
Tbe  stars  presently  shine  from  tbe  pale  blue  sky,  and 
tbe  wheat  shimmers  dimly  white  beneath  them. 

So  time  advances  till  to-day,  watching  tbe  reapers 
from  tbe  shadow  of  tbe  copse,  it  seems  as  if  within 
that  golden  expanse  there  must  be  something  bidden, 
could  you  but  rush  in  quickly  and  seize  it — some 
treasure  of  tbe  sunshine ; and  there  is  a treasure,  tbe 
treasure  of  life  stored  in  those  little  grains,  tbe  slow 
product  of  tbe  sun.  But  it  cannot  be  grasped  in  an 
impatient  moment — it  must  be  gathered  witb  labour. 
I have  threshed  out  in  my  band  three  ears  of  tbe  ripe 
wheat : bow  many  foot-pounds  of  human  energy  do 
these  few  light  grains  represent  ? 
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The  roof  of  the  Crystal  Palace  yonder  gleams  and 
sparkles  this  afternoon  as  if  it  really  were  crystal 
under  the  bright  rays.  But  it  was  concealed  by 
mist  when  the  ploughs  in  the  months  gone  by  were 
guided  in  these  furrows  by  men,  hard  of  feature  and 
of  hand,  stooping  to  their  toil.  The  piercing  east 
wind  scattered  the  dust  in  clouds,  looking  at  a dis- 
tance like  small  rain  across  the  field,  when  grey-coated 
men,  grey  too  of  beard,  followed  the  red  drill  to  and 
fro. 

How  many  times  the  horses  stayed  in  this  sheltered 
corner  while  the  ploughmen  and  their  lads  ate  their 
crusts  ! How  many  times  the  farmer  and  the  bailiff, 
with  hands  behind  then-  backs,  considering,  walked 
along  the  hedge  taking  counsel  of  the  earth  if  they 
had  done  right ! How  many  times  hard  gold  and 
silver  was  paid  over  at  the  farmer’s  door  for  labour 
while  yet  the  plant  was  green ; how  many  considering 
cups  of  ale  were  emptied  in  planning  out  the  future 
harvest  ! 

Now  it  is  come,  and  still  more  labour — look  at  the 
reapers  yonder — and  after  that  more  time  and  more 
labour  before  the  sacks  go  to  the  market.  Hard  toil 
and  hard  fare  : the  bread  which  the  reapers  have 
brought  with  them  for  their  luncheon  is  hard  and  dry, 
the  heat  has  dried  it  like  a chip.  In  the  corner  of 
the  field  the  women  have  gathered  some  sticks  and 
lit  a fire — the  flame  is  scarce  seen  in  the  sunlight, 
and  the  sticks  seem  eaten  away  as  they  burn  by  some 
invisible  power.  They  are  boiling  a kettle,  and  then- 
bread,  too,  which  they  will  soak  in  the  tea,  is  dry  and 
chip-like.  Aside,  on  the  ground  by  the  hedge,  is  a. 
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handkerchief  tied  at  the  corners,  with  a few  mush- 
rooms in  it. 

The  scented  clover  field — the  white  campions  dot  it 
here  and  there — yields  a rich,  nectarous  food  for  ten 
thousand  bees,  whose  hum  comes  together  with  its 
odour  on  the  air.  But  these  men  and  women  and 
children  ceaselessly  toiling  know  no  such  sweets ; 
their  food  is  as  hard  as  their  labour.  How  many 
foot-pounds,  then,  of  human  energy  do  these  grains 
in  my  hand  represent?  Bo  they  not  in  their  little 
compass  contain  the  potentialities,  the  past  and  the 
future,  of  human  life  itself  ? 

Another  train  booms  across  the  iron  bridge  in  the 
hollow.  In  a few  hours  now  the  carriages  will  be 
crowded  with  men  hastening  home  from  their  toil  in 
the  City.  The  narrow  streak  of  sunshine  which  day 
by  day  falls  for  a little  while  upon  the  office  floor, 
yellowed  by  the  dingy  pane,  is  all,  perhaps,  to  remind 
them  of  the  sun  and  sky,  of  the  forces  of  nature  ; and 
that  little  is  unnoticed.  The  pressure  of  business  is 
so  severe  in  these  later  days  that  in  the  hurry  and 
excitement  it  is  not  wonderful  many  should  forget  that 
the  world  is  not  comprised  in  the  court  of  a City 
thoroughfare. 

Rapt  and  absorbed  in  discount  and  dollars,  in  bills 
and  merchandise,  the  over-strung  mind  deems  itself 
all — the  body  is  forgotten,  the  physical  body,  which  is 
subject  to  growth  and  change,  just  as  the  plants  and 
the  very  grass  of  the  field.  But  there  is  a subtle 
connection  between  the  physical  man  and  the  great 
nature  which  comes  pressing  up  so  closely  to  the 
metropolis.  He  still  depends  in  the  nineteenth 
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century,  as  in  the  dim  ages  before  the  Pyramids,  upon 
this  tiny  yellow  grain  here,  rubbed  out  from  the  ear 
of  wheat.  The  clever  mechanism  of  the  locomotive 
which  bears  him  to  and  fro,  week  after  week  and 
month  after  month,  from  home  to  office  and  from 
office  home,  has  not  rendered  him  in  the  least  degree 
independent  of  this. 

But  it  is  no  wonder  that  these  things  are  forgotten 
in  the  daily  struggle  of  London.  And  if  the  merchant 
spares  an  abstracted  glance  from  the  morning  or 
evening  newspaper  out  upon  the  fields  from  the 
carriage  window,  the  furrows  of  the  field  can  have 
but  little  meaning.  Each  looks  to  him  exactly  alike. 
To  the  farmers  and  the  labourer  such  and  such  a 
furrow  marks  an  acre  and  has  its  bearing,  but  to 
the  passing  glance  it  is  not  so.  The  work  in  the 
field  is  so  slow;  the  passenger  by  rail  sees,  as 
it  seems  to  him,  nothing  going  on ; the  corn  may 
sow  itself  almost  for  all  that  is  noteworthy  in  ap- 
parent labour. 

Thus  it  happens  that,  although  the  cornfields  and 
the  meadows  come  so  closely  up  to  the  offices  and 
warehouses  of  mighty  London,  there  is  a line  and 
mark  in  the  minds  of  men  between  them ; the  man 
of  merchandise  does  not  see  what  the  man  of  the 
field  sees,  though  both  may  pass  the  same  acres 
every  morning.  It  is  inevitable  that  it  should  be  so. 
It  is  easy  in  London  to  forget  that  it  is  midsummer, 
till,  going  some  day  into  Covent-garden  Market,  you 
see  baskets  of  the  cornflower,  or  blue-bottle  as  it  is 
called  in  the  country,  ticketed  “Corinne,”  and  offered 
for  sale.  The  lovely  azure  of  the  flower  recalls  the 
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scene  where  it  was  first  gathered  long  since  at  the 
edge  of  the  wheat. 

By  the  copse  here  now  the  teazles  lift  their  spiny 
heads  high  in  the  hedge,  the  young  nuts  are  browning, 
the  wild  mints  flowering  on  the  shores  of  the  ditch', 
and  the  reapers  are  cutting  ceaselessly  at  the  ripe 
corn.  The  larks  have  brought  their  loves  to  a happy 
conclusion.  Besides  them,  the  wheat  in  its  day  has 
sheltered  many  other  creatures — both  animals  and 
birds. 

Hares  raced  about  it  in  the  spring,  and  even  in 
the  May  sunshine  might  he  seen  rambling  over  the 
slopes.  As  it  grew  higher  it  hid  the  leverets  and 
the  partridge  chicks.  Toll  has  been  taken  by 
rook,  and  sparrow,  and  pigeon.  Enemies,  too,  have 
assailed  it ; the  daring  couch  invaded  it,  the  bind- 
weed climbed  up  the  stalk,  the  storm  rushed  along 
and  beat  it  down.  Yet  it  triumphed,  and  to-day  the 
full  sheaves  lean  against  each  other. 
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THE  CROWS. 

On  one  side  of  the  road  immediately  after  quitting 
the  suburb  there  is  a small  cover  of  furze.  The 
spines  are  now  somewhat  browned  by  the  summer 
heats,  and  the  fern  which  grows  about  every  bush 
trembles  on  the  balance  of  colour  between  green  and 
yellow.  Soon,  too,  the  tall  wiry  grass  will  take  a 
warm  brown  tint,  which  gradually  pales  as  the 
autumn  passes  into  winter,  and  finally  bleaches  to 
greyish  white. 

Looking  into  the  furze  from  the  footpath,  there  are 
purple  traces  here  and  there  at  the  edge  of  the  fern 
where  the  heath-bells  hang.  On  a furze  branch, 
which  projects  above  the  rest,  a furze  chat  perches, 
with  yellow  blossom  above  and  beneath  him.  Rushes 
mark  the  margin  of  small  pools  and  marshy  spots, 
so  overhung  with  brambles  and  birch  branches,  and 
so  closely  surrounded  by  gorse,  that  they  would  not 
otherwise  be  noticed. 

But  the  thick  growth  of  rushes  intimates  that  water 
is  near,  and  upon  parting  the  bushes  a little  may 
be  seen,  all  that  has  escaped  evaporation  in  the 
shade.  From  one  of  these  marshy  spots  I once — and 
once  only — observed  a snipe  rise,  and  after  wheeling 
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round  return  and  settle  by  another.  As  the  wiry 
grass  becomes  paler  with  the  fall  of  the  year,  the 
rushes,  on  the  contrary,  from  green  become  faintly 
yellow,  and  presently  brownish.  Grey  grass  and 
brown  rushes,  dark  furze,  and  fern  almost  copper  in 
hue  from  frost,  when  lit  up  by  a gleam  of  winter 
sunshine,  form  a pleasant  breadth  of  warm  colour  in 
the  midst  of  bare  fields. 

After  continuous  showers  in  spring,  lizards  are  often 
found  in  the  adjacent  gardens,  their  dark  backs  as 
they  crawl  over  the  patches  being  almost  exactly  the 
tint  of  the  moist  earth.  If  touched,  the  tail  is  im- 
mediately coiled,  the  body  stiffens,  and  the  creature 
appears  dead.  They  are  popularly  supposed  to 
come  from  the  furze,  which  is  also  believed  to  shelter 
adders. 

There  is,  indeed,  scarcely  a cover  in  Surrey  and 
Kent  which  is  not  said  to  have  its  adders ; the 
gardeners  employed  at  villas  close  to  the  metropolis 
occasionally  raise  an  alarm,  and  profess  to  have  seen 
a viper  in  the  shrubberies,  or  the  ivy,  or  under  an  old 
piece  of  bast.  Since  so  few  can  distinguish  at  a 
glance  between  the  common  snake  and  the  adder  it 
is  as  well  not  to  press  too  closely  upon  any  reptile 
that  may  chance  to  be  heard  rustling  in  the  grass, 
and  to  strike  tussocks  with  the  walking  stick  before 
sitting  down  to  rest,  for  the  adder  is  only  dangerous 
when  unexpectedly  encountered. 

In  the  roadside  ditch  by  the  furze  the  figwort  grows, 
easily  known  by  its  coarse  square  stem;  and  the 
woody  bines,  if  so  they  may  be  called,  or  stalks  of 
bitter-sweet,  remain  all  the  winter  standing  in  the 
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hawthorn  hedge.  The  first  frosts,  on  the  other  hand, 
shrivel  the  bines  of  white  bryony,  which  part  and 
hang  separated,  and  in  the  spring  a fresh  bine  pushes 
up  with  greyish  green  leaves,  and  tendrils  feeling  for 
support.  It  is  often  observed  that  the  tendrils  of  this 
bryony  coil  both  ways,  with  and  against  the  sun. 

But  it  must  be  remembered  in  looking  for  this  that 
it  is  the  same  tendril  which  should  be  examined,  and 
not  two  different  ones.  It  will  then  be  seen  that  the 
tendril,  after  forming  a spiral  one  way,  lengthens 
out  like  a tiny  green  wax  taper,  and  afterwards  turns 
the  other.  Sometimes  it  resumes  the  original  turn 
before  reaching  a branch  to  cling  to,  and  may  thus 
be  said  to  have  revolved  in  three  directions.  The 
dusty  celandine  grows  under  the  bushes;  and  its 
light  green  leaves  seem  to  retain  the  white  dust 
from  the  road.  Ground  ivy  creeps  everywhere  over 
the  banks,  and  covers  the  barest  spot.  In  April 
its  flowers,  though  much  concealed  by  leaves,  dot 
the  sides  of  the  ditches  with  colour,  like  the  purple 
tint  that  lurks  in  the  amethyst. 

A small  black  patch  marks  the  site  of  one  of  those 
gorse  fires  which  are  so  common  in  Surrey.  This 
was  extinguished  before  it  could  spread  beyond  a few 
bushes.  The  crooked  stems  remain  black  as  char- 
coal, too  much  burnt  to  recover,  and  in  the  centre  a 
young  birch,  scorched  by  the  flames  stands  leafless. 
This  barren  birch,  bare  of  foliage  and  apparently 
unattractive,  is  the  favoui'ite  resort  of  yellow-hammers. 
Perching  on  a branch  towards  evening  a yellow- 
hammer  will  often  sit  and  sing  by  the  hour  together, 
as  if  preferring  to  be  clear  of  leafy  sprays. 
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The  somewhat  dingy  hue  of  many  trees  as  the 
summer  begins  to  wane  is  caused  not  only  by  the 
fading  of  the  green,  but  by  the  appearance  of  spots 
upon  the  leaves,  as  may  be  seen  on  those  birches 
which  grow  among  the  furze.  But  in  spring  and 
early  summer  their  fresh  light  green  contrasts  with 
masses  of  bright  yellow  gorse  bloom.  Just  before 
then — just  as  the  first  leaves  are  opening — the  chiff- 
chaffs  come. 

The  first  spring  I had  any  knowledge  of  this  spot 
was  mild,  and  had  been  preceded  by  mild  seasons. 
The  chiffchaffs  arrived  all  at  once,  as  it  seemed,  in  a 
bevy,  and  took  possession  of  every  birch  about  the 
furze,  calling  incessantly  with  might  and  main.  The 
willow-wrens  were  nearly  as  numerous.  All  the  gorse 
seemed  full  of  them  for  a few  days.  Then  by  degrees 
they  gradually  spread  abroad,  and  dispersed  among 
the  hedges. 

But  in  the  following  springs  nothing  of  the  kind 
occurred.  Chiffchaff  and  willow-wren  came  as  usual, 
but  they  did  not  arrive  in  a crowd  at  once.  This  may 
have  been  owing  to  the  flight  going  elsewhere,  or 
possibly  the  flock  were  diminished  by  failure  to  rear 
the  young  broods  in  so  drenching  a season  as  1879, 
which  would  explain  the  difference  observed  next 
spring.  There  was  no  scarcity,  but  there  was  a lack 
of  the  bustle  and  excitement  and  flood  of  song  that 
accompanied  their  advent  two  years  before. 

Upon  a piece  of  waste  land  at  the  corner  of  the 
furze  a very  large  cinder  and  dust-heap  was  made  by 
carting  refuse  there  from  the  neighbouring  suburb. 
During  the  sharp  and  continued  frosts  of  the  winter 
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this  dust-heap  was  the  resort  of  almost  every  species 
of  bird — sparrows,  starlings,  greenfinches,  and  rooks 
searching  for  any  stray  morsels  of  food.  Some  bird- 
catchers  soon  noticed  this  concourse,  and  spread  their 
nets  among  the  adjacent  rushes,  but  fortunately  with 
little  success. 

I say  fortunately,  not  because  I fear  the  extinction 
of  small  birds,  but  because  of  the  miserable  fate  that 
awaits  the  captive.  Far  better  for  the  frightened  little 
creature  to  have  its  neck  at  once  twisted  and  to  die 
than  to  languish  in  cages  hardly  large  enough  for  it  to 
turn  in  behind  the  dirty  panes  of  the  windows  in  the 
Seven  Dials. 

The  happy  greenfinch — I use  the  term  of  fore- 
thought, for  the  greenfinch  seems  one  of  the  very 
happiest  of  birds  in  the  hedges — accustomed  during 
all  its  brief  existence  to  wander  in  company  with 
friends  from  bush  to  bush  and  tree  to  tree,  must 
literally  pine  its  heart  out.  Or  it  may  be  streaked 
with  bright  paint  and  passed  on  some  unwary  person 
for  a Java  sparrow  or  a “blood-heart.” 

The  little  boy  who  dares  to  take  a bird’s  nest  is 
occasionally  fined  and  severely  reproved.  The  ruffian- 
like crew  who  go  forth  into  the  pastures  and  lanes 
about  London,  snaring  and  netting  full-grown  birds 
by  the  score,  are  permitted  to  ply  their  trade  un- 
checked. I mean  to  say  that  there  is  no  comparison 
between  the  two  things.  An  egg  has  not  yet  advanced 
to  consciousness  or  feeling : the  old  birds,  if  their 
nest  is  taken,  frequently  build  another.  The  lad  has 
to  hunt  for  the  nest,  to  climb  for  it  or  push  through 
thorns,  and  may  be  pricked  by  brambles  and  stung 
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by  nettles.  In  a degree  there  is  something  to  him 
approaching  to  sport  in  nesting. 

But  these  bird-catchers  simply  stand  by  the  ditch 
with  their  hands  in  their  pockets  sucking  a stale  pipe. 
They  would  rather  lounge  there  in  the  bitterest  north- 
east wind  that  ever  blew  than  do  a single  hour’s 
honest  w'ork.  Blackguard  is  written  in  their  faces. 
The  poacher  needs  some  courage,  at  least ; he  knows  a 
penalty  awaits  detection.  These  fellows  have  no  idea 
of  sport,  no  courage,  and  no  skill,  for  their  tricks  are 
simplicity  itself,  nor  have  they  the  pretence  of  utility, 
for  they  do  not  catch  birds  for  the  good  of  the  farmers 
or  the  market  gardeners,  but  merely  that  they  may 
booze  without  working  for  the  means. 

Pity  it  is  that  any  one  can  be  found  to  purchase  the 
product  of  their  brutality.  No  one  would  do  so  could 
they  but  realize  the  difference  to  the  captive  upon 
which  they  are  lavishing  their  mistaken  love,  between 
the  cage,  the  alternately  hot  and  cold  room  (as  the 
fire  goes  out  at  night),  the  close  atmosphere  and 
fumes  that  lurk  near  the  ceiling,  and  the  open  air 
and  freedom  to  which  it  was  born. 

The  rooks  only  came  to  the  dust-heap  in  hard 
weather,  and  ceased  to  visit  it  so  soon  as  the  ground 
relaxed  and  the  ploughs  began  to  move.  But  a couple 
of  crows  looked  over  the  refuse  once  during  the  day 
for  months  till  men  came  to  sift  the  cinders.  These 
crows  are  permanent  residents.  Their  rendezvous  is  a 
copse,  only  separated  from  the  furze  by  the  highway. 

They  are  always  somewhere  near,  now  in  the 
ploughed  fields,  now  in  the  furze,  and  during  the 
severe  frosts  of  last  winter  in  the  road  itself,  so 
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sharply  driven  by  hunger  as  to  rise  very  unwillingly 
on  the  approach  of  passengers.  A meadow  opposite 
the  copse  is  one  of  their  favourite  resorts.  There  are 
anthills,  rushes,  and  other  indications  of  not  too  rich 
a soil  in  this  meadow,  and  in  places  the  prickly  rest- 
harrow  grows  among  the  grass,  hearing  its  pink  flower 
in  summer.  Perhaps  the  coarse  grass  and  poor  soil 
are  productive  of  grubs  and  insects,  for  not  only  the 
■crows,  but  the  rooks,  continually  visit  it. 

One  spring,  hearing  a loud  chattering  in  the  copse, 
and  recognizing  the  alarm  notes  of  the  missel-thrush, 
I cautiously  crept  up  the  hedge,  and  presently  found 
three  crows  up  in  a birch  tree,  just  above  where  the 
thrushes  were  calling.  The  third  crow — probably  a 
descendant  of  the  other  two — had  joined  in  a raid 
upon  the  missel-thrushes’  brood.  Both  defenders  and 
assailants  were  in  a high  state  of  excitement  ; the 
thrushes  screeching,  and  the  crows,  in  a row  one 
above  the  other  on  a branch,  moving  up  and  down 
it  in  a restless  manner.  I fear  they  had  succeeded 
in  their  purpose,  for  no  trace  of  the  young  birds  was 
visible. 

The  nest  of  the  missel-thrush  is  so  frequently  singled 
out  for  attack  by  crows  that  it  would  seem  the  young 
birds  must  possess  a peculiar  and  attractive  flavour ; 
or  is  it  because  they  are  large  ? There  are  more  crows 
round  London  than  in  a whole  county,  where  the 
absence  of  manufactures  and  the  rural  quiet  would 
seem  favourable  to  bird  life.  The  reason,  of  course, 
is  that  in  the  country  the  crows  frequenting  woods  are 
shot  and  kept  down  as  much  as  possible  by  game- 
keepers. 


TEE  CROWS. 


Ill 


In  the  immediate  environs  of  London  keepers  are 
not  about,  and  even  a little  further  away  the  land  is 
held  by  many  small  owners,  and  game  preservation  is 
not  thought  of.  The  numerous  pieces  of  waste  ground, 
■“  to  let  on  building  lease,”  the  excavated  ground, 
where  rubbish  can  be  thrown,  the  refuse  and  ash 
heaps — these  are  the  haunts  of  the  London  crow. 
Suburban  railway  stations  are  often  haunted  by  crows, 
which  perch  on  the  telegraph  wires  close  to  the  back 
windows  of  the  houses  that  abut  upon  the  metals. 
There  they  sit,  grave  and  undisturbed  by  the  noisy 
engines  which  pass  beneath  them. 

In  the  shrubberies  around  villa  gardens,  or  in  the 
hedges  of  the  small  paddocks  attached,  thrushes  and 
other  birds  sometimes  build  their  nests.  The  children 
of  the  household  watch  the  progress  of  the  nest,  and 
note  the  appearance  of  the  eggs  with  delight.  Their 
friends  of  larger  growth  visit  the  spot  occasionally, 
and  orders  are  given  that  the  birds  shall  be  protected, 
the  gardeners  become  gamekeepers,  and  the  lawn  or 
shrubbery  is  guarded  like  a preserve.  Everything 
goes  well  till  the  young  birds  are  almost  ready  to  quit 
the  nest,  when  one  morning  they  are  missing. 

The  theft  is,  perhaps,  attributed  to  the  boys  of  the 
neighbourhood,  but  unjustly,  unless  plain  traces  of 
entry  are  visible.  It  is  either  cats  or  crows.  The 
cats  cannot  be  kept  out,  not  even  by  a dog,  for  they 
watch  till  his  attention  is  otherwise  engaged.  Food 
is  not  so  much  the  object  as  the  pleasure  of  destruction, 
for  cats  will  kill  and  yet  not  eat  their  victim.  The 
crow  may  not  have  been  seen  in  the  garden,  and  it 
may  be  said  that  he  could  not  have  known  of  the  nest 
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without  looking  round  the  place.  But  the  crow  is 
a keen  observer,  and  has  not  the  least  necessity  to 
search  for  the  nest. 

He  merely  keeps  a watch  on  the  motions  of  the  old 
birds  of  the  place,  and  knows  at  once  by  their  flight 
being  so  continually  directed  to  one  spot  that  there 
their  treasure  lies.  He  and  his  companion  may  come 
very  early  in  the  morning — summer  mornings  are 
bright  as  noonday  long  before  the  earliest  gardener  is 
abroad — or  they  may  come  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening.  Crows  are  not  so  particular  in  retiring 
regularly  to  roost  as  the  rook. 

The  furze  and  copse  frequented  by  the  pair  which  I 
found  attacking  the  missel-thrushes  are  situate  at  the 
edge  of  extensive  arable  fields.  In  these,  though  not 
overlooked  by  gamekeepers,  there  is  a good  deal  of 
game  which  is  preserved  by  the  tenants  of  the  farms. 
After  the  bitter  winter  and  wet  summer  of  1879,  there 
was  a complaint,  too  well  founded,  that  the  partridges 
were  diminished  in  numbers.  But  the  crows  were  not. 
There  were  as  many  of  them  as  ever.  When  there 
were  many  partridges  the  loss  of  a few  eggs  or  chicks 
was  not  so  important.  But  when  there  are  but  few, 
every  egg  or  chick  destroyed  retards  the  re-stocking 
of  the  fields. 

The  existence  of  so  many  crows  all  round  London 
is,  in  short,  a constant  check  upon  the  game.  The 
belt  of  land  immediately  outside  the  houses,  and  lying 
between  them  and  the  plantations  which  are  preserved, 
is  the  crow’s  reserve,  where  he  hunts  in  security.  He 
is  so  safe  that  he  has  almost  lost  all  dread  of  man, 
and  his  motions  can  be  observed  without  trouble. 
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The  ash-heap  at  the  corner  of  the  furze,  besides  the 
crows,  became  the  resort  of  rats,  whose  holes  were  so 
thick  in  the  bank  as  to  form  quite  a bury.  After  the 
rats  came  the  weasels. 

When  the  rats  were  most  numerous,  before  the 
ash-lieap  was  sifted,  there  was  a weasel  there  nearly 
every  day,  slipping  in  and  out  of  their  holes.  In  the 
depth  of  the  country  an  observer  might  walk  some 
considerable  distance  and  wait  about  for  hours  without 
seeing  a weasel ; but  here  by  the  side  of  a busy 
suburban  road  there  were  plenty.  Professional  rat- 
catchers ferreted  the  bank  once  or  twice,  and  filled 
their  iron  cages.  With  these  the  dogs  kept  by  dog- 
fanciers  in  the  adjacent  suburb  were  practised  in 
destroying  vermin  at  so  much  a rat.  Though  ferreted 
and  hunted  down  by  the  weasels  the  rats  were  not 
rooted  out,  but  remained  till  the  ash-heap  was  sifted 
and  no  fresh  refuse  deposited. 

In  one  place  among  the  gorse,  the  willows,  birches, 
and  thorn  bushes  make  a thick  covert,  which  is 
adjacent  to  several  of  the  hidden  pools  previously 
mentioned.  Here  a brook-sparrow  or  sedge-reedling 
takes  up  his  quarters  in  the  spring,  and  chatters  on, 
day  and  night,  through  the  summer.  Visitors  to  the 
opera  and  playgoers  returning  in  the  first  hours  of 
the  morning  from  Covent-garden  or  Drury-lane  can 
scarcely  fail  to  hear  him  if  they  pause  but  one 
moment  to  listen  to  the  nightingale. 

The  latter  sings  in  one  bush  and  the  sedge-reedling 
in  another  close  together.  The  moment  the  nightin- 
gale ceases  the  sedge-reedling  lifts  his  voice,  which  is 
a very  penetrating  one,  and  in  the  silence  of  the  night 
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may  be  beard  some  distance.  This  bird  is  credited 
with  imitating  the  notes  of  several  others,  and  has 
been  called  .the  English  mocking-bird,  but  I strongly 
doubt  the  imitation.  Nor,  indeed,  could  I ever  trace 
the  supposed  resemblance  of  its  song  to  that  of  other 
birds. 

It  is  a song  of  a particularly  monotonous  character. 
It  is  distinguishable  immediately,  and  if  the  bird 
happens  to  nest  near  a house,  is  often  disliked  on 
account  of  the  loud  iteration.  Perhaps  those  who  first 
gave  it  the  name  of  the  mocking-bird  -were  not  well 
acquainted  with  the  notes  of  the  birds  which  they 
fancied  it  to  mock.  To  mistake  it  for  the  nightingale, 
some  of  whose  tones  it  is  said  to  imitate,  would  be 
like  confounding  the  clash  of  cymbals  with  the  soft 
sound  of  a flute. 

Linnets  come  to  the  furze,  and  occasionally  magpies, 
but  these  latter  only  in  winter.  Then,  too,  golden- 
crested  wrens  may  be  seen  searching  in  the  furze 
bushes,  and  creeping  round  and  about  the  thorns  and 
brambles.  There  is  a roadside  pond  close  to  the  furze, 
the  delight  of  horses  and  cattle  driven  along  the  dusty 
way  in  summer.  Along  the  shelving  sandy  shore  the 
wagtails  run,  both  the  pied  and  the  yellow,  but  few 
birds  come  here  to  wash ; for  that  purpose  they  prefer 
a running  stream  if  it  be  accessible. 

Upon  the  willow  trees  which  border  it,  a reed 
sparrow  or  blackheaded  bunting  may  often  be  ob- 
served. One  bright  March  morning,  as  I came  up  the 
road,  just  as  the  surface  of  the  pond  became  visible  it 
presented  a scene  of  dazzling  beauty.  At  that  distance 
only  the  tops  of  the  ripples  were  seen,  reflecting  the 
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light  at  a very  low  angle.  The  result  was  that  the  eye 
saw  nothing  of  the  water  or  the  wavelet,  but  caught 
only  the  brilliant  glow.  Instead  of  a succession  of 
sparkles  there  seemed  to  be  a golden  liquid  floating 
on  the  surface  as  oil  floats — a golden  liquid  two  or 
three  inches  thick,  which  flowed  before  the  wind. 

Besides  this  surface  of  molten  gold  there  was  a 
sheen  and  flicker  above  it,  as  if  a spray  or  vapour, 
carried  along,  or  the  crests  of  the  wavelets  blown  over, 
was  also  of  gold.  But  the  metal  conveys  no  idea  of 
the  glowing,  lustrous  light  which  filled  the  hollow  by 
the  dusty  road.  It  was  visible  from  one  spot  only,  a 
few  steps  altering  the  angle  lessened  the  glory,  and  as 
the  pond  itself  came  into  view  there  was  nothing  but 
a ripple  on  water  somewhat  thick  with  suspended  sand. 
Thus  things  change  their  appearance  as  they  are 
looked  at  in  different  ways. 

A patch  of  water  crowsfoot  grows  on  the  farthest 
side  of  the  pond,  and  in  early  summer  sends  up  lovely 
white  flowers. 
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HE  A THLANDS. 

Sandown  has  become  one  of  the  most  familiar  places 
near  the  metropolis,  hut  the  fir  woods  at  the  back 
of  it  are  perhaps  scarcely  known  to  exist  by  many 
who  visit  the  fashionable  knoll.  Though  near  at 
hand,  they  are  shut  off  by  the  village  of  Esher ; but 
a mile  or  two  westwards,  down  the  Portsmouth 
highway,  there  is  a cartroad  on  the  left  hand  which 
enters  at  once  into  the  woods. 

The  fine  white  sand  of  the  soil  is  only  covered  by 
a thin  coating  of  earth  formed  from  the  falling  leaves 
and  decayed  branches,  so  thin  that  it  may  sometimes 
be  rubbed  away  by  the  foot  or  even  the  fingers. 
Grass  and  moss  grow  sparingly  in  the  track,  but 
wherever  wheels  or  footsteps  have  passed  at  all 
frequently  the  sand  is  exposed  in  white  streaks  under 
the  shadowy  firs.  In  grass  small  objects  often  escape 
observation,  but  on  such  a bare  surface  everything 
becomes  visible.  Coming  to  one  of  these  places  on 
a summer  day,  I saw  a stream  of  insects  crossing 
and  recrossing,  from  the  fern  upon  one  side  to  the 
fern  upon  the  other. 

They  were  ants,  but  of  a very  much  larger  species 
than  the  little  red  and  black  “ emmets  ” which  exist 
in  the  meadows.  These  horse  ants  were  not  much 
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less  than  half  an  inch  in  length,  with  a round  spot 
at  each  end  like  heads,  or  the  black  top  of  long  pins. 
The  length  of  their  legs  enabled  them  to  move  much 
quicker,  and  they  raced  to  and  fro  over  the  path  with 
great  rapidity.  The  space  covered  by  the  stream 
was  a foot  or  more  broad,  all  of  which  was  crowded 
and  darkened  by  them,  and  as  there  was  no  cessation 
in  the  flow  of  this  multitude,  their  numbers  must 
have  been  immense. 

Standing  a short  way  back,  so  as  not  to  interfere 
with  their  proceedings,  I saw  two  of  these  insects 
seize  hold  of  a twig,  one  at  each  end.  The  twig, 
which  was  dead  and  dry,  and  had  dropped  from  a fir, 
was  not  quite  so  long  as  a match,  but  rather  thicker. 
They  lifted  this  stick  with  ease,  and  carried  it  along, 
exactly  as  labourers  carry  a plank.  A few  short 
blades  of  grass  being  in  the  way  they  ran  up  against 
them,  but  stepped  aside,  and  so  got  by.  A cart 
which  had  passed  a long  while  since  had  forced  down 
the  sand  by  the  weight  of  its  load,  leaving  a ridge 
about  three  inches  high,  the  side  being  perpendicular. 

Till  they  came  to  this  cliff  the  two  ants  moved 
parallel,  but  here  one  of  them  went  first,  and  climbed 
up  the  bank  with  its  end  of  the  stick,  after  which  the 
second  followed  and  brought  up  the  other.  An  inch 
or  two  further,  on  the  level  ground,  the  second  ant 
left  hold  and  went  away,  and  the  first  laboured  on 
with  the  twig  and  dragged  it  unaided  across  the  rest 
of  the  path.  Though  many  other  ants  stayed  and 
looked  at  the  twig  a moment,  none  of  them  now 
offered  assistance,  as  if  the  chief  obstacle  had  been 
surmounted. 
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Several  other  ants  passed,  each  carrying  the  slender 
needles  which  fall  from  firs,  and  which  seemed  nothing 
in  their  powerful  grasp.  These  burdens  of  wood  all 
went  in  one  direction,  to  the  right  of  the  path. 

I took  a step  there,  but  stayed  to  watch  two  more 
ants,  who  had  got  a long  scarlet  fly  between  them, 
one  holding  it  by  the  head  and  the  other  by  the  tail. 
They  were  hurrying  their  prey  over  the  dead  leaves 
and  decayed  sticks  which  strewed  the  ground,  and 
dragging  it  mercilessly  through  moss  and  grass.  I 
put  the  tip  of  my  stick  on  the  victim,  but  instead  of 
abandoning  it  they  tugged  and  pulled  desperately, 
as  if  they  would  have  torn  it  to  pieces  rather  than 
have  yielded.  So  soon  as  I released  it  away  they 
went  through  the  fragments  of  branches,  rushing  the 
quicker  for  the  delay. 

A little  further  there  was  a spot  where  the  ground 
for  a yard  or  two  was  covered  with  small  dead  brown 
leaves,  last  year’s,  apparently  of  birch,  for  some  young 
birch  saplings  grew  close  by.  One  of  these  leaves 
suddenly  rose  up  and  began  to  move  of  itself,  as 
it  seemed;  an  ant  had  seized  it,  and  holding  it  by 
the  edge  travelled  on,  so  that  as  the  insect  was  partly 
hidden  under  it,  the  leaf  appeared  to  move  alone, 
now  over  sticks  and  now  under  them.  It  reminded 
me  of  the  sight  which  seemed  so  wonderful  to  the 
early  navigators  when  they  came  to  a country  where, 
as  they  first  thought,  the  leaves  were  alive  and  walked 
about. 

The  ant  with  the  leaf  went  towards  a large  heap 
of  rubbish  under  the  sapling  birches.  While  watching 
the  innumerable  multitude  of  these  insects,  whose 
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road  here  crossed  these  dead  dry  leaves,  I became 
conscious  of  a rustling  sound,  which  at  first  I attri- 
buted to  the  wind,  but  seeing  that  the  fern  was  still 
and  that  the  green  leaves  of  a Spanish  chestnut 
opposite  did  not  move,  I began  to  realize  that  this 
creeping,  rustling  noise  distinctly  audible,  was  not 
caused  by  any  wind,  but  by  the  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  insects  passing  over  the  dead  leaves  and 
among  the  grass.  Stooping  down  to  listen  better, 
there  could  be  no  doubt  of  it : it  was  the  tramp  of 
this  immense  army. 

The  majority  still  moved  in  one  direction,  and 
I found  it  led  to  the  heap  of  rubbish  over  which  they 
swarmed.  This  heap  was  exactly  what  might  have 
been  swept  together  by  half  a dozen  men  using  long 
gardeners’  brooms,  and  industriously  clearing  the 
ground  under  the  firs  of  the  fragments  which  had 
fallen  from  them.  It  appeared  to  be  entirely  com- 
posed of  small  twigs,  fir-needles,  dead  leaves,  and 
similar  things.  The  highest  part  rose  about  level 
with  my  chest — say,  between  four  and  five  feet — the 
heap  was  irregularly  circular,  and  not  less  than  three 
or  four  yards  across,  with  sides  gradually  sloping. 
In  the  midst  stood  the  sapling  birches,  their  stumps 
buried  in  it,  the  rubbish  having  been  piled  up  around 
them. 

This  heap  was,  in  fact,  the  enormous  nest  or  hill 
of  a colony  of  horse  ants.  The  whole  of  it  had  been 
gathered  together,  leaf  by  leaf,  and  twig  by  twig, 
just  as  I had  seen  the  two  insects  carrying  the  little 
stick,  and  the  third  the  brown  leaf  above  itself.  It 
really  seemed  some  way  round  the  outer  circumference 
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of  the  nest,  and  while  walking  round  it  was  necessary 
to  keep  brushing  off  the  ants  which  dropped  on  the 
shoulder  from  the  branches  of  the  birches.  For  they 
were  everywhere ; every  inch  of  ground,  every  bough 
was  covered  with  them.  Even  standing  near  it  was 
needful  to  kick  the  feet  continually  against  the  black 
stump  of  a fir  which  had  been  felled  to  jar  them  off, 
and  this  again  brought  still  more,  attracted  by  the 
vibration  of  the  ground. 

The  highest  part  of  the  mound  was  in  the  shape  of 
a dome,  a dome  whitened  by  layers  of  fir-needles, 
which  was  apparently  the  most  recent  part  and  the 
centre  of  this  year’s  operations.  The  mass  of  the 
heap,  though  closely  compacted,  was  fibrous,  and  a 
stick  could  be  easily  thrust  into  it,  exposing  the  eggs. 
No  sooner  was  such  an  opening  made,  and  the  stick 
withdrawn  from  the  gap,  than  the  ants  swarmed  into 
it,  falling  headlong  over  upon  each  other,  and  filling 
the  bottom  with  their  struggling  bodies.  Upon 
leaving  the  spot,  to  follow  the  footpath,  I stamped 
my  feet  to  shake  down  any  stray  insects,  and  then 
took  off  my  coat  and  gave  it  a thorough  shaking. 

Immense  ant-hills  are  often  depicted  in  the  illus- 
trations to  tropical  travels,  but  this  great  pile,  which 
certainly  contained  more  than  a cartload,  was  within  a 
few  miles  of  Hyde  Park-corner.  From  nests  like  this 
large  quantities  of  eggs  are  obtained  for  feeding  the 
partridges,  hatched  from  the  eggs  collected  by  mowers 
and  purchased  by  keepers.  Part  of  the  nest  being 
laid  bare  with  any  tool,  the  eggs  are  hastily  taken  out 
in  masses  and  thrown  into  a sack.  Some  think  that 
ant’s  eggs,  although  so  favourite  a food,  are  not 
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always  the  most  advantageous.  Birds  which  have 
been  fed  freely  on  these  eggs  become  fastidious  and 
do  not  care  for  much  else,  so  that  if  the  supply  fails 
they  fall  off  in  condition.  If  there  are  sufficient  eggs 
to  last  the  season  then  a few  every  day  produce  the 
best  effect;  if  not  they  had  better  not  have  a feast 
followed  by  a fast. 

The  sense  of  having  a roof  overhead  is  felt  in 
walking  through  a forest  of  firs  like  this,  because  the 
branches  are  all  at  the  top  of  the  trunks.  The  stems 
rise  to  the  same  height,  and  then  the  dark  foliage 
spreading  forms  a roof.  As  they  are  not  very  near 
together  the  eye  can  see  some  distance  between  them, 
and  as  there  is  hardly  any  underwood  or  bushes — 
nothing  higher  than  the  fern — there  is  a space  open 
and  unfilled  between  the  ground  and  the  roof  so  far 
above. 

A vast  hollow  extends  on  every  side,  nor  is  it  broken 
by  the  flitting  of  birds  or  the  rush  of  animals  among 
the  fern.  The  sudden  note  of  a wood-pigeon,  hoarse 
and  deep,  calling  from  a fir  top,  sounds  still  louder 
and  ruder  in  the  spacious  echoing  vault  beneath,  so 
loud  as  at  first  to  resemble  the  baying  of  a hound. 
The  call  ceases,  and  another  of  these  watch-dogs  of 
the  woods  takes  it  up  afar  off. 

There  is  an  opening  in  the  monotonous  firs  by 
some  rising  ground,  and  the  sunshine  falls  on  young 
Spanish  chestnuts  and  underwood,  through  which  is 
a little  used  foot-path.  If  firs  are  planted  in  wilder- 
nesses with  the  view  of  ultimately  covering  the  barren 
soil  with  fertile  earth,  formed  by  the  decay  of  vege- 
table matter,  it  is,  perhaps,  open  to  discussion  as  to 
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whether  the  best  tree  has  been  chosen.  Under  firs 
the  ground  is  generally  dry,  too  dry  for  decay;  the 
resinous  emanations  rather  tend  to  preserve  anything 
that  falls  there. 

No  underwood  or  plants  and  little  grass  grows 
under  them ; these,  therefore,  which  make  soil 
quickest,  are  prevented  from  improving  the  earth. 
The  needles  of  firs  lie  for  months  without  decay; 
they  are,  too,  very  slender,  and  there  are  few 
branches  to  fall.  Beneath  any  other  trees  (such  as 
the  edible  chestnut  and  birch,  which  seem  to  grow 
here),  there  are  the  autumn  leaves  to  decay,  the  twigs 
and  branches  which  fall  off,  while  grasses  and  plants 
flourish,  and  brambles  and  underwood  grow  freely. 
The  earth  remains  moist,  and  all  these  soon  cause  an 
increase  of  the  fertility ; so  that,  unless  fir  tree  timber 
is  very  valuable,  and  I never  heard  that  it  was,  I 
would  rather  plant  a waste  with  any  other  tree  or 
brushwood,  provided,  of  course,  it  would  grow. 

It  is  a pleasure  to  explore  this  little  dell  by  the  side 
of  the  rising  ground,  creeping  under  green  boughs 
which  brush  the  shoulders,  after  the  empty  space  of 
the  firs.  Within  there  is  a pond,  where  lank  horse- 
tails grow  thickly,  rising  from  the  water.  Returning 
to  the  rising  ground  I pursue  the  path,  still  under  the 
shadow  of  the  firs.  There  is  no  end  to  them— the 
vast  monotony  has  no  visible  limit.  The  brake  fern 
— it  is  early  in  July — has  not  yet  reached  its  full 
height,  but  what  that  will  be  is  shown  by  these  thick 
stems  which  rise  smooth  and  straight,  fully  three  feet 
to  the  first  frond. 

A woodpecker  calls,  and  the  gleam  of  his  green  and 
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gold  is  visible  for  a moment  as  he  hastens  away — the 
first  bird,  except  the  wood-pigeons,  seen  for  an  hour, 
yet  there  are  miles  of  firs  around.  After  a time  the 
ground  rises  again,  the  tall  firs  cease,  but  are  suc- 
ceeded by  younger  firs.  These  are  more  pleasant 
because  they  do  not  exclude  the  sky.  The  sunshine 
lights  the  path,  and  the  summer  blue  extends  above. 
The  fern,  too,  ceases,  and  the  white  sand  is  now 
concealed  by  heatb,  with  here  and  there  a dash  of 
colour.  Furze  chats  call,  and  flit  to  and  fro;  the 
hum  of  bees  is  heard  once  more — there  was  not 
one  under  the  vacant  shadow;  and  swallows  pass 
overhead. 

At  last  emerging  from  the  firs  the  open  slope  is 
covered  with  heath  only,  but  heath  growing  so 
thickly  that  even  the  narrow  footpaths  are  hidden 
by  the  overhanging  bushes  of  it.  Some  small  bushes 
of  furze  here  and  there  are  dead  and  dry,  but  every 
prickly  point  appears  perfect;  when  struck  with  the 
walking-stick  the  bush  crumbles  to  pieces.  Beneath 
and  amid  the  heath  what  seems  a species  of  lichen 
grows  so  profusely  as  to  give  a grey  undertone.  In 
places  it  supplants  the  heath,  the  ground  is  concealed 
by  lichen  only,  which  crunches  under  the  foot  like 
hoar-frost.  Each  piece  is  branched  not  unlike  a 
stag’s  antlers;  gather  a handful  and  it  crumbles  to 
pieces  in  the  fingers,  dry  and  brittle. 

A quarry  for  sand  has  been  dug  down  some  eight 
or  ten  feet,  so  that  standing  in  it  nothing  else  is 
visible.  This  steep  scarp  shows  the  strata,  yellow 
sand  streaked  with  thin  brown  layers  ; at  the  top  it  is 
fringed  with  heath  in  full  flower,  bunches  of  purple 
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bloom  overhanging  the  edge,  and  behind  this  the 
azure  of  the  sky. 

Here,  where  the  ground  slopes  gradually,  it  is 
entirely  covered  with  the  purple  bells;  a sheen  and 
gleam  of  purple  light  plays  upon  it.  A fragrance  of 
sweet  honey  floats  up  from  the  flowers  where  grey 
hive-bees  are  busy.  Ascending  still  higher  and 
crossing  the  summit,  the  ground  almost  suddenly 
falls  away  in  a steep  descent,  and  the  entire  hill  side, 
seen  at  a glance,  is  covered  with  heath,  and  heath 
alone.  A bunch  at  the  very  edge  offers  a purple 
cushion  fit  for  a king;  resting  here  a delicious 
summer  breeze,  passing  over  miles  and  miles  of  fields 
and  woods  yonder,  comes  straight  from  the  distant 
hills. 

Along  those  hills  the  lines  of  darker  green  are 
woods ; there  are  woods  to  the  south,  and  west,  and 
east,  heath  around,  and  in  the  rear  the  gaze  travels 
over  the  tops  of  the  endless  firs.  But  southwards  is 
sweetest ; below,  beyond  the  verge  of  the  heath,  the 
corn  begins,  and  waves  in  the  wind.  It  is  the  breeze 
that  makes  the  summer  day  so  lovely. 

The  eggs  of  the  nighthawk  are  sometimes  found  at 
this  season  near  by.  They  are  laid  on  the  ground, 
on  the  barest  spots,  where  there  is  no  herbage.  At 
dusk,  the  nighthawk  wheels  with  a soft  yet  quick 
flight  over  the  ferns  and  about  the  trees.  Along  the 
hedges  bounding  the  heath  butcher-birds  watch  for 
their  prey — sometimes  on  the  furze,  sometimes  on  a 
branch  of  ash.  Wood-sage  grows  plentifully  on  the 
banks  by  the  roads  ; it  is  a plant  somewhat  resem- 
bling a lowly  nettle  ; the  leaves  have  a hop-like  scent, 
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and  so  bitter  and  strong  is  the  odour  that  immediately 
after  smelling  them  the  mouth  for  a moment  feels  dry 
with  a sense  of  thirst. 

The  angle  of  a field  by  the  woods  on  the  eastern 
side  of  the  heath,  the  entire  corner,  is  blue  in  July 
with  viper’s  bugloss.  The  stalks  rise  some  two  feet, 
and  are  covered  with  minute  brown  dots;  they  are 
rough,  and  the  lower  part  prickly.  Blue  flowers  in 
pairs,  with  pink  stamens  and  pink  buds,  bloom  thickly 
round  the  top,  and,  as  each  plant  has  several  stalks, 
it  is  very  conspicuous  where  the  grass  is  short. 

There  are  hundreds  of  these  flowers  in  this  corner, 
and  along  the  edge  of  the  wood ; a quarter  of  an  acre 
is  blue  with  them.  So  indifferent  are  people  to  such 
things  that  men  working  in  the  same  field,  and  who 
had  pulled  up  the  plant  and  described  its  root  as  like 
that  of  a dock,  did  not  know  its  name.  Yet  they 
admired  it.  “ It  is  an  innocent -looking  flower,”  they 
said,  that  is,  pleasant  to  look  at. 

By  the  roadside  I thought  I saw  something  red 
under  the  long  grass  of  the  mound,  and,  parting  the 
blades,  found  half  a dozen  wild  strawberries.  They 
were  larger  than  usual,  and  just  ripe.  The  wfild 
strawberry  is  a little  more  acid  than  the  cultivated, 
and  has  more  flavour  than  would  be  supposed  from 
its  small  size. 

Descending  to  the  lower  ground  again,  the  brake 
fills  every  space  between  the  trees ; it  is  so  thick  and 
tall  that  the  cows  which  wander  about,  grazing  at 
their  will,  each  wTear  a bell  slung  round  the  neck, 
that  their  position  may  be  discovered  by  sound. 
Otherwise  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  them  in  the  fern 
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or  among  the  firs.  There  are  many  swampy  places 
here,  which  should  be  avoided  by  those  who  dislike 
snakes.  The  common  harmless  snakes  are  numerous 
in  this  part,  and  they  always  keep  near  water.  They 
often  glide  into  a mole’s  “ angle,”  or  hole,  if  found  in 
the  open. 

Adders  are  known  to  exist  in  the  woods  round 
about,  hut  are  never,  or  very  seldom,  seen  upon  the 
heath  itself.  In  the  woods  of  the  neighbourhood  they 
are  not  uncommon,  and  are  still  sometimes  killed  for 
the  sake  of  the  oil.  The  belief  in  the  virtue  of  adder’s 
fat,  or  oil,  is  still  firm ; among  other  uses  it  is  con- 
sidered the  best  thing  for  deafness,  not,  of  course, 
resulting  from  organic  defect.  For  deafness,  the  oil 
should  he  applied  by  pouring  a small  quantity  into 
the  ear,  exactly  in  the  same  manner  as  in  the  play 
the  poison  is  poured  into  the  ear  of  the  sleeping  king. 
Cures  are  declared  to  be  effected  by  this  oil  at  the 
present  day. 

It  is  procured  by  skinning  the  adder,  taking  the  fat, 
and  boiling  it ; the  result  is  a clear  oil,  which  never 
thickens  in  the  coldest  weather.  One  of  these  reptiles 
on  being  killed  and  cut  open  wras  found  to  contain  the 
body  of  a full  grown  toad.  The  old  belief  that  the 
young  of  the  viper  enters  its  mouth  for  refuge  still 
lingers.  The  existence  of  adders  in  the  woods  here 
seems  so  undoubted  that  strangers  should  be  a little 
careful  if  they  leave  the  track.  Viper’s  bugloss, 
which  grows  so  freely  by  the  heath,  was  so  called 
because  anciently  it  was  thought  to  yield  an  antidote 
to  the  adder’s  venom. 
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There  is  a slight  but  perceptible  colour  in  the 
atmosphere  of  summer.  It  is  not  visible  close  at 
hand,  nor  always  where  the  light  falls  strongest,  and 
if  looked  at  too  long  it  sometimes  fades  away.  But 
over  gorse  and  heath,  in  the  warm  hollows  of  wheat- 
fields,  and  round  about  the  rising  ground  there  is 
something  more  than  air  alone.  It  is  not  mist,  nor 
the  hazy  vapour  of  autumn,  nor  the  blue  tints  that 
come  over  distant  hills  and  woods. 

As  there  is  a bloom  upon  the  peach  and  grape,  so 
this  is  the  bloom  of  summer.  The  air  is  ripe  and 
rich,  full  of  the  emanations,  the  perfume,  from  corn 
and  fiower  and  leafy  tree.  In  strictness  the  term  will 
not,  of  course,  be  accurate,  yet  by  what  other  word 
can  this  appearance  in  the  atmosphere  be  described 
but  as  a bloom  ? Upon  a still  and  sunlit  summer 
afternoon  it  may  be  seen  over  the  osier-covered  islets 
in  the  Thames  immediately  above  Teddington  Lock. 

It  hovers  over  the  level  cornfields  that  stretch 
towards  Richmond,  and  along  the  ridge  of  the  wooded 
hills  that  bound  them.  The  bank  by  the  towing-path 
is  steep  and  shadowless,  being  bare  of  trees  or  hedge ; 
but  the  grass  is  pleasant  to  rest  on,  and  heat  is 
always  more  supportable  near  flowing  watfer.  In 
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places  the  friable  earth  has  crumbled  away,  and  there, 
where'  the  soil  and  the  stones  are  exposed,  the  stone- 
crop  flourishes.  A narrow  footpath  on  the  summit, 
raised  high  above  the  water,  skirts  the  corn,  and  is 
overhung  with  grass  heavily  laden  by  its  own  seed. 

Sometimes  in  early  June  the  bright  trifolium, 
drooping  with  its  weight  of  flower,  brushes  against  the 
passer-by — acre  after  acre  of  purple.  Occasionally 
the  odour  of  beans  in  blossom  floats  out  over  the 
river.  Again,  above  the  green  wheat  the  larks  rise, 
singing  as  they  soar ; or  later  on  the  butterflies 
wander  over  the  yellow  ears.  Or,  as  the  law  of 
rotation  dictates,  the  barley  whitens  under  the  sun. 
Still,  whether  in  the  dry  day,  or  under  the  dewy 
moonlight,  the  plain  stretching  from  the  water  to  the 
hills  is  never  without  perfume,  colour,  or  song. 

There  stood,  one  summer  not  long  since,  in  the 
corner  of  a barley  field  close  to  the  Lock,  within  a 
stone’s  throw,  perfect  shrubs  of  mallow,  rising  to  the 
shoulder,  thick  as  a walking  stick,  and  hung  with 
flower.  Poppies  filled  every  interstice  between  the 
barley  stalks,  their  scarlet  petals  turned  back  in  very 
languor  of  exuberant  colour,  as  the  awns,  drooping 
over,  caressed  them.  Poppies,  again,  in  the  same 
fields  formed  a scarlet  ground  from  which  the  golden 
wheat  sprang  up,  and  among  it  here  and  there,  shone 
the  large  blue  rays  of  wild  succory. 

The  paths  across  the  corn  having  no  hedges,  the 
wayfarer  really  walks  among  the  wheat,  and  can 
pluck  with  either  hand.  The  ears  rise  above  the 
heads  of  children,  who  shout  with  joy  as  they  rush 
along  as  though  to  the  arms  of  their  mother. 
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Beneath  the  towing-path,  at  the  roots  of  the  willow 
bushes,  which  the  tow-ropes,  so  often  drawn  oyer 
them,  have  kept  low,  the  water-docks  lift  their  thick 
stems  and  giant  leaves.  Bunches  of  rough-leaved 
comfrey  grow  down  to  the  water’s  edge — indeed,  the 
coarse  stems  sometimes  bear  signs  of  having  been 
partially  under  water  when  a freshet  followed  a storm. 
The  flowers  are  not  so  perfectly  bell-shaped  as  those 
of  some  plants,  but  are  rather  tubular.  They  appear 
in  April,  though  then  green,  and  may  be  found  all  the 
summer  months.  Where  the  comfrey  grows  thickly 
the  white  bells  give  some  colour  to  the  green  of  the 
bank,  and  would  give  more  were  they  not  so  often 
overshadowed  by  the  leaves. 

Water  betony,  or  persicaria,  lifts  its  pink  spikes 
everywhere,  tiny  florets  close  together  round  the  stem 
at  the  top  ; the  leaves  are  willow-shaped,  and  there  is 
scarcely  a hollow  or  break  in  the  bank  where  the 
earth  has  fallen  which  is  not  clothed  with  them.  A 
mile  or  two  up  the  river  the  tansy  is  plentiful,  bearing 
golden  buttons,  which,  like  every  fragment  of  the 
feathery  foliage,  if  pressed  in  the  fingers,  impart  to 
them  a peculiar  scent.  There,  too,  the  yellow  loose- 
strife pushes  up  its  tall  slender  stalks  to  the  top  of  the 
low  willow  bushes,  that  the  bright  yellow  flowers  may 
emerge  from  the  shadow. 

The  river  itself,  the  broad  stream,  ample  and  full, 
exhibits  all  its  glory  in  this  reach ; from  One  Tree  to 
the  Lock  it  is  nearly  straight,  and  the  river  itself  is 
everything.  Between  wooded  hills,  or  where  divided 
by  numerous  islets,  or  where  trees  and  hedges  enclose 
the  view,  the  stream  is  but  part  of  the  scene.  Here 
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it  is  all.  The  long  raised  hank  without  a hedge  or 
fence,  with  the  cornfields  on  its  level,  simply  guides 
the  eye  to  the  water.  Those  who  are  afloat  upon 
it  insensibly  yield  to  the  influence  of  the  open 
•expanse. 

The  boat  whose  varnished  sides  but  now  slipped  so 
•gently  that  the  cutwater  did  not  even  raise  a wavelet, 
and  every  black  rivet  head  was  visible  as  a line  of 
dots,  begins  to  forge  ahead.  The  oars  are  dipped 
farther  hack,  and  as  the  blade  feels  the  water  holding 
it  in  the  hollow,  the  lissom  wood  bends  to  its  work. 
Before  the  cutwater  a wave  rises,  and,  repulsed, 
rushes  outwards.  At  each  stroke,  as  the  weight  swings 
towards  the  prow,  there  is  just  the  least  faint  depres- 
sion at  its  stem  as  the  boat  travels.  Whirlpool  after 
whirlpool  glides  from  the  oars,  revolving  to  the  rear 
with  a threefold  motion,  round  and  round,  backwards 
and  outwards.  The  crew  impart  them  own  life  to 
their  boat ; the  animate  and  inanimate  become  as 
one,  the  boat  is  no  longer  wooden  but  alive. 

If  there  be  a breeze  a fleet  of  white  sails  comes 
round  the  willow-hidden  bend.  But  the  Thames 
yachtsmen  have  no  slight  difficulties  to  contend  with. 
The  capricious  wind  is  nowhere  so  thoroughly  capri- 
cious as  on  the  upper  river.  Along  one  mile  there 
may  he  a spanking  breeze,  the  very  next  is  calm,  or 
with  a fitful  puff  coming  over  a high  hedge,  which 
flutters  his  pennant,  hut  does  not  so  much  as  shake 
the  sail.  Even  in  the  same  mile  the  wind  may  take 
the  water  on  one  side,  and  scarcely  move  a leaf  on  the 
other.  But  the  current  is  always  there,  and  the 
vessel  is  certain  to  drift. 
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When  at  last  a good  opportunity  is  obtained,  just  as 
the  boat  heels  over,  and  the  rushing  bubbles  at  the 
prow  resound,  she  must  be  put  about,  and  the  flap- 
ping foresail  almost  brushes  the  osiers.  If  she  does 
not  come  round — if  the  movement  has  been  put  off  a 
moment  too  long — the  keel  grates,  and  she  is  aground 
immediately.  It  is  nothing  but  tacking,  tacking, 
tacking — a kind  of  stitching  the  stream. 

Nor  can  one  always  choose  the  best  day  for  the 
purpose ; the  exigencies  of  business,  perhaps,  will  not 
permit,  and  when  free,  the  wind,  which  has  been 
scattering  tiles  and  chimney-pots  and  snapping  tele- 
graph wires  in  the  City  all  the  week,  drops  on  the 
Saturday  to  nothing.  He  must  possess  invincible 
patience,  and  at  the  same  time  be  always  ready  to 
advance  his  vessel  even  a foot,  and  his  judgment  must 
never  fail  him  at  the  critical  time. 

But  the  few  brief  hours  when  the  circumstances 
are  favourable  compensate  for  delays  and  monotonous 
■calms ; the  vessel,  built  on  well-judged  lines,  answers 
her  helm  and  responds  to  his  will  with  instant 
obedience,  and  that  sense  of  command  is  perhaps  the 
great  charm  of  sailing.  There  are  others  who  find  a 
pleasure  in  the  yacht.  When  at  her  moorings  on  a 
sunny  morning  she  is  sometimes  boarded  by  laughing 
girls,  who  have  put  off  from  the  lawn,  and  who 
proceed  in  the  most  sailor-like  fashion  to  overhaul  the 
rigging  and  see  that  everything  is  ship-shape.  No 
position  shows  off  a well-poised  figure  to  such  advan- 
tage as  when,  in  a close-fitting  costume,  a lady’s  arms 
are  held  high  above  her  head  to  haul  at  a rope. 

So  the  river  life  flows  by;  skiffs,  and  four  oars, 
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canoes,  solitary  scullers  in  outriggers,  once  now  and 
then  a swift  eight,  launches,  a bargee  in  a tublike 
clingy  standing  up  and  pushing  his  sculls  instead  of 
pulling ; gentlemen,  with  their  shoulders  in  a halter, 
hauling  like  horses  and  towing  fair  freights  against 
the  current ; and  punts  poled  across  to  shady  nooks. 
The  splashing  of  oars,  the  staccato  sound  as  a blade 
feathered  too  low  meets  the  wavelets,  merry  voices 
sometimes  a song,  and  always  a low  undertone,  which, 
as  the  wind  accelerates  it,  rises  to  a roar.  It  is  the 
last  leap  of  the  river  to  the  sea;  the  last  weir  to 
whose  piles  the  tide  rises.  On  the  bank  of  the  weir 
where  the  tide  must  moisten  their  roots  grow  dense 
masses  of  willowherb,  almost  as  high  as  the  shoulder, 
with  trumpet-shaped  pink  flowers. 

Let  us  go  back  again  to  the  bank  by  the  cornfields, 
with  the  glorious  open  stretch  of  stream.  In  the 
evening,  the  rosy  or  golden  hues  of  the  sunset  will  be 
reflected  on  the  surface  from  the  clouds;  then  the 
bats  wheel  to  and  fro,  and  once  now  and  then  a night- 
hawk  will  throw  himself  through  the  air  with  un- 
certain flight,  his  motions  scarcely  to  be  followed,  as 
darkness  falls.  Am  I mistaken,  or  are  kingfishers 
less  numerous  than  they  were  only  a few  seasons 
since?  Then  I saw  them,  now  I do  not.  Long 
continued  and  severe  frosts  are  very  fatal  to  these 
birds  ; they  die  on  the  perch. 

And  may  I say  a word  for  the  Thames  otter  ? The 
list  of  really  wild  animals  now  existing  in  the  home 
counties  is  so  very,  very  short,  that  the  extermination 
of  one  of  them  seems  a serious  loss.  Every  effort  is 
made  to  exterminate  the  otter.  No  sooner  does  one 


THE  RIVER. 


133 


venture  down  the  river  than  traps,  gins,  nets,  dogs, 
prongs,  brickbats,  every  species  of  missile,  all  the 
artillery  of  vulgar  destruction,  are  brought  against  its 
devoted  head.  Unless  my  memory  serves  me  wrong, 
one  of  these  creatures  caught  in  a trap  not  long  since 
was  hammered  to  death  with  a shovel  or  a pitchfork. 

Now  the  river  fox  is,  we  know,  extremely  destructive 
to  fish,  hut  what  are  a basketful  of  “ bait  ” compared 
to  one  otter?  The  latter  will  certainly  never  be 
numerous,  for  the  moment  they  become  so,  otter- 
hounds would  be  employed,  and  then  we  should  see 
some  sport.  Londoners,  I think,  scarcely  recognize 
the  fact  that  the  otter  is  one  of  the  last  links  between 
the  wild  past  of  ancient  England  and  the  present  days 
of  high  civilization. 

The  beaver  is  gone,  hut  the  otter  remains,  and 
comes  so  near  the  mighty  City  as  just  the  other  side 
of  the  well-known  Lock,  the  portal  through  which  a 
thousand  boats  at  holiday  time  convey  men  and 
women  to  breathe  pure  air.  The  porpoise,  and 
even  the  seal  it  is  said,  ventures  to  Westminster 
sometimes ; the  otter  to  Kingston.  Thus,  the  sea 
sends  its  denizens  past  the  vast  multitude  that  surges 
over  the  City  bridges,  and  the  last  link  with  the  olden 
time,  the  otter,  still  endeavours  to  live  near. 

Perhaps  the  river  is  sweetest  to  look  on  in  spring 
time  or  early  summer.  Seen  from  a distance  the 
water  seems  at  first  sight,  when  the  broad  stream 
fills  the  vision  as  a whole,  to  flow  with  smooth,  even 
current  between  meadow  and  corn  field.  But,  coming 
to  the  brink,  that  silvery  surface  now  appears  exqui- 
sitely chased  with  ever-changing  lines.  The  light  airs, 
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■wandering  to  and  fro  where  high  hanks  exclude  the 
direct  influence  of  the  breeze,  flutter  the  ripples  hither 
and  thither,  so  that,  instead  of  rolling  upon  one  lee 
shore,  they  meet  and  expend  their  little  force  upon 
each  other.  A continuous  rising  and  falling,  without 
a line  of  direction,  thus  breaks  up  the  light,  not  with 
sparkle  or  glitter,  hut  with  endless  silvery  facets. 

There  is  no  pattern.  The  apparently  intertangled 
tracing  on  a work  of  art  presently  resolves  itself  into 
a design,  which  once  seen  is  always  the  same.  These 
wavelets  form  no  design ; watch  the  sheeny  maze  as 
long  as  one  will,  the  eye  cannot  get  at  the  clue,  and 
so  unwind  the  pattern. 

Each  seems  for  a second  exactly  like  its  fellow,  hut 
varies  while  you  say  “ These  two  are  the  same,”  and 
the  white  reflected  light  upon  the  wide  stream  is 
now  strongest  here,  and  instantly  afterwards  flickers 
yonder. 

Where  a gap  in  the  willows  admits  a current  of  air 
a ripple  starts  to  rush  straight  across,  but  is  met  by 
another  returning,  which  has  been  repulsed  from  the 
bluff  bow  of  a moored  boat,  and  the  two  cross  and  run 
through  each  other.  As  the  level  of  the  stream  now 
slightly  rises  and  again  falls,  the  jagged  top  of  a large 
stone  by  the  shore  alternately  appears  above,  or  is 
covered  by  the  surface.  The  water  as  it  retires  leaves 
for  a moment  a hollow  in  itself  by  the  stone,  and  then 
swings  back  to  fill  the  vacuum. 

Long  roots  of  willows  and  projecting  branches  cast 
their  shadow  upon  the  shallow  sandy  bottom ; the 
shadow  of  a branch  can  be  traced  slanting  downwards 
with  the  shelve  of  the  sand  till  lost  in  the  deeper  water. 
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Are  those  little  circlets  of  light  enclosing  a round 
umbra  or  slightly  darker  spot,  that  move  along  the 
bottom  as  the  hubbies  drift  above  on  the  surface 
shadows  or  reflections  ? 

In  still,  dark  places  of  the  stream,  where  there  seems 
no  current,  a dust  gathers  on  the  water,  falling  fiom 
the  trees,  or  borne  thither  by  the  wind  and  dropping 
where  its  impulse  ceases.  Shadows  of  branches  lie 
here  upon  the  surface  itself,  received  by  the  greenish 
water  dust.  Round  the  curve  on  the  concave  and  lee 
side  of  the  river,  where  the  wind  drives  the  wavelets 
direct  upon  the  strand,  there  are  little  beaches  formed 
by  the  undermining  and  fall  of  the  bank. 

The  tiny  surge  rolls  up  the  incline;  each  wave 
differing  in  the  height  to  which  it  reaches,  and  none 
of  them  alike,  washing  with  it  minute  fragments  of 
stone  and  gravel,  mere  specks  which  vibrate  to  and 
fro  with  the  ripple  and  even  drift  with  the  current. 
Will  these  fragments,  after  a process  of  trituration, 
ultimately  become  sand  ? A groove  runs  athwart  the 
bottom,  left  recently  by  the  keel  of  a skiff,  recently 
only,  for  in  a few  hours  these  specks  of  gravel,  sand, 
and  particles  that  sweep  along  the  bottom,  fill  up  such 
depressions.  The  motion  of  these  atoms  is  not  con- 
tinuous, but  intermittent;  now  they  rise  and  are 
carried  a few  inches  and  there  sink,  in  a minute  or 
two  to  rise  again  and  proceed. 

Looking  to  windward  there  is  a dark  tint  upon  the 
water ; but  down  the  stream,  turning  the  other  way, 
intensely  brilliant  points  of  light  appear  and  disap- 
pear. Behind  a boat  rowed  against  the  current  two 
widening  lines  of  wavelets,  in  the  shape  of  an  elongated 
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V,  stretch  apart  and  glitter,  and  every  dip  of  the  oars 
and  the  slippery  oar  blades  themselves,  as  they  rise 
out  of  the  water,  reflect  the  sunshine.  The  boat 
appears  hut  to  touch  the  surface,  instead  of  sinking 
into  it,  for  the  water  is  transparent,  and  the  eye  can 
see  underneath  the  keel. 

Here,  by  some  decaying  piles,  a deep  eddy  whirls 
slowly  round  and  round ; they  stand  apart  from  the 
shore,  for  the  eddy  has  cleared  away  the  earth  around 
them.  Now,  walking  behind  the  waves  that  roll  away 
from  you,  dark  shadowy  spots  fluctuate  to  and  fro  in 
the  trough  of  the  water.  Before  a glance  can  define 
its  shape  the  shadow  elongates  itself  from  a spot  to  an 
oval,  the  oval  melts  into  another  oval,  and  reappears 
afar  off.  When,  too,  in  flood  time,  the  hurrying 
current  seems  to  respond  more  sensitively  to  the  shape 
of  the  shallows  and  the  hanks  beneath,  there  boils  up 
from  below  a ceaseless  succession  of  irregular  circles 
as  if  the  water  there  expanded  from  a centre,  marking 
the  verge  of  its  outflow  with  bubbles  and  raised  lines 
upon  the  surface. 

By  the  side  float  tiny  whirlpools,  some  rotating  this 
way  and  some  that,  sucking  down  and  boring  tubes 
into  the  stream.  Longer  lines  wander  past,  and  as 
they  go,  curve  round,  till  when  about  to  make  a spiral 
they  lengthen  out  and  drift,  and  thus,  perpetually 
coiling  and  uncoiling,  glide  with  the  current.  They 
somewhat  resemble  the  conventional  curved  strokes 
which,  upon  an  Assyrian  bas-relief,  indicate  water. 

Under  the  spring  sunshine,  the  idle  stream  flows 
easily  onward,  yet  every  part  of  the  apparently  even 
surface  varies;  and  so,  too,  in  a larger  way,  the 
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aspects  of  the  succeeding  reaches  change.  Upon 
one  broad  bend  the  tints  are  green,  for  the  river 
moves  softly  in  a hollow,  with  its  hack  as  it  were,  to 
the  wind. 

The  green  lawn  sloping  to  the  shore,  and  the  dark 
cedar’s  storeys  of  flattened  foliage,  tier  above  tier ; 
the  green  osiers  of  two  eyots  ; the  light-leaved  aspen  ; 
the  tall  elms,  fresh  and  green ; and  the  green  haw- 
thorn bushes  give  their  colour  to  the  water,  smooth 
as  if  polished,  in  which  they  are  reflected.  A white 
swan  floats  in  the  still  narrow  channel  between  the 
eyots,  and  there  is  a punt  painted  green  moored  in 
a little  inlet  by  the  lawn,  and  scarce  visible  under 
drooping  boughs.  Eoofs  of  red  tile  and  dormer 
windows  rise  behind  the  trees,  the  dull  yellow  of  the 
walls  is  almost  hidden,  and  deep  shadows  lurk  about 
the  shore. 

Opposite,  across  the  stream,  a wide  green  sward 
stretches  beside  the  towing  path,  lit  up  with  sunshine 
which  touches  the  dandelions  till  they  glow  in  the 
grass.  From  time  to  time  a nightingale  sings  in  a 
hawthorn  unregarded,  and  in  the  elms  of  the  park 
hard  by  a crowd  of  jackdaws  chatter.  But  a little 
way  round  a curve  the  whole  stream  opens  to  the 
sunlight  and  becomes  blue,  reflecting  the  sky.  Again, 
sweeping  round  another  curve  with  bounteous  flow, 
the  current  meets  the  wind  direct,  a cloud  comes  up, 
the  breeze  freshens,  and  the  watery  green  waves  are 
tipped  with  foam. 

Bolling  upon  the  strand,  they  leave  a line  like  a 
tide  marked  by  twigs  and  fragments  of  dead  wood, 
leaves,  and  the  hop-like  flowers  of  Chichester  elms 
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which  have  been  floated  up  and  left.  Over  the  stormy 
waters  a hand  of  brown  hank-martins  -wheel  hastily 
to  and  fro,  and  from  the  osiers  the  loud  chirp  of  the 
sedge-reedling  rises  above  the  buffet  of  the  wind 
against  the  ear,  and  the  splashing  of  the  waves. 

Once  more  a change,  where  the  stream  darts  along 
swiftly,  after  having  escaped  from  a weir,  and  still 
streaked  with  foam.  The  shore  rises  like  a sea  beach, 
and  on  the  pebbles  men  are  patching  and  pitching 
old  barges  which  have  been  hauled  up  on  the  bank. 
A skiff  partly  drawn  upon  the  beach  rocks  as  the 
current  strives  to  work  it  loose,  and  up  the  varnish 
of  the  side  glides  a flickering  light  reflected  from  the 
wavelets.  A fleet  of  such  skiffs  are  waiting  for  hire 
by  the  bridge  ; the  waterman  cleaning  them  with  a 
parti-coloured  mop  spies  me  eyeing  his  vessels,  and 
before  I know  exactly  what  is  going  on,  and  whether 
I have  yet  made  up  my  mind,  the  sculls  are  ready,, 
the  cushions  in;  I take  my  seat,  and  am  shoved 
gently  forth  upon  the  stream. 

After  I have  gone  under  the  arch,  and  am  clear 
of  all  obstructions,  I lay  the  sculls  aside,  and  reclining 
let  the  boat  drift  past  a ballast  punt  moored  over  the 
shallowest  place,  and  with  a rising  load  of  gravel.. 
One  man  holds  the  pole  steadying  the  scoop,  while 
his  mate  turns  a windlass  the  chain  from  which  drags 
it  along  the  bottom  filling  the  bag  with  pebbles,  and. 
finally  hauls  it  to  the  surface,  when  the  contents  are- 
shot  out  in  the  punt. 

It  is  a floating  box  rather  than  a boat,  square  at 
each  end,  and  built  for  capacity  instead  of  progress. 
There  are  others  moored  in  various  places,  and  all 
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hard  at  work.  The  men  in  this  one,  scarcely  glancing 
at  my  idle  skiff,  go  steadily  on,  dropping  the  scoop, 
steadying  the  pole,  turning  the  crank,  and  emptying 
the  pebbles  with  a rattle. 

Where  do  these  pebbles  come  from  ? Like  the 
stream  itself  there  seems  a continual  supply;  if  a 
bank  be  scooped  away  and  punted  to  the  shore 
presently  another  bank  forms.  If  a hollow  be 
deepened,  by  and  by  it  fills  up ; if  a channel  be 
opened,  after  a while  it  shallows  again.  The  stony 
current  flows  along  below,  as  the  liquid  current  above. 
Yet  in  so  many  centuries  the  strand  has  not  been 
cleared  of  its  gravel,  nor  has  it  all  been  washed  out 
from  the  banks. 

The  skiff  drifts  again,  at  first  slowly,  till  the  current 
takes  hold  of  it  and  bears  it  onward.  Soon  it  is 
evident  that  a barge-port  is  near — a haven  where 
barges  discharge  their  cargoes.  A by-way  leads 
down  to  the  river  where  boats  are  lying  for  hire — a 
dozen  narrow  punts,  waiting  at  this  anchorage  till 
groundbait  be  lawful.  The  ends  of  varnished  skiffs, 
high  and  dry,  are  visible  in  a shed  carefully  covered 
with  canvass ; while  sheaves  of  oars  and  sculls  lean 
against  the  wooden  wall. 

Through  the  open  doors  of  another  shed  there  may 
be  had  a glimpse  of  shavings  and  tools,  and  slight 
battens  crossing  the  workshop  in  apparent  confusion, 
forming  a curious  framework.  These  are  the  boat- 
builder’s  struts  and  stays,  and  contrivances  to  keep 
the  boat  in  rigid  position,  that  her  lines  may  be  true 
and  delicate,  strake  upon  strake  of  dull  red  mahogany 
rising  from  the  beechen  keel,  for  the  craftsman 
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strings  his  boat  almost  as  a violinist  strings  his 
violin,  with  the  greatest  care  and  heed,  and  with  a 
right  adjustment  of  curve  and  due  proportion.  There 
is  not  much  clinking,  or  sawing,  or  thumping ; little 
noise,  hut  much  skill. 

Gradually  the  scene  opens.  Far  down  a white 
bridge  spans  the  river;  on  the  shore  red-tiled  and 
gabled  houses  crowd  to  the  very  edge ; and  behind 
them  a church  tower  stands  out  clear  against  the 
sky.  There  are  barges  everywhere.  By  the  towing- 
path  colliers  are  waiting  to  he  drawn  up  stream,  black 
as  their  freight,  by  the  horses  that  are  nibbling  the 
hawthorn  hedge ; while  by  the  wharf,  labourers  are 
wheeling  barrows  over  bending  planks  from  the 
barges  to  the  carts  uf)on  the  shore.  A tug  comes 
under  the  bridge,  panting,  every  puff  re-echoed  from 
the  arches,  dragging  by  sheer  force  deeply  laden  flats 
behind  it.  The  water  in  front  of  their  bluff  bows 
rises  in  a wave  nearly  to  the  deck,  and  then  swoops 
in  a sweeping  curve  to  the  rear. 

The  current  by  the  port  runs  back  on  the  wharf 
side  towards  its  source,  and  the  foam  drifts  up  the 
river  instead  of  down.  Green  flags  on  a sandbank 
far  out  in  the  stream,  then  roots  covered  and  their 
bent  tips  only  visible,  now  swing  with  the  water  and 
now  heel  over  with  the  breeze.  The  Edwin  and 
Angelina  lies  at  anchor,  waiting  to  be  warped  into 
her  berth,  her  sails  furled,  her  green  painted  water 
barrel  lashed  by  the  stern,  her  tiller  idle  after  the 
long  and  toilsome  voyage  from  Rochester. 

For  there  are  perils  of  the  deep  even  to  those  who 
■only  go  down  to  it  in  barges.  Barge  as  she  is,  she  is 
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not  without  a certain  beauty,  and  a certain  interest, 
inseparable  from  all  that  has  received  the  buffet  of  the 
salt  water, and  over  which  the  salt  spray  has  flown* 
Barge  too,  as  she  is,  she  bears  her  part  in  the 
commerce  of  the  world.  The  very  architecture  on 
the  shore  is  old  fashioned  where  these  bluff  bowed 
vessels  come,  narrow  streets  and  over-hanging  houses, 
boat  anchors  in  the  windows,  sails  and  tarry  ropes ; 
and  is  there  not  a Kow  Barge  Inn  somewhere  ? 

“ Hoy,  ahoy  ! ” 

The  sudden  shout  startles  me,  and,  glancing  round, 
I find  an  empty  black  barge,  high  out  of  the  water, 
floating  helplessly  down  upon  me  wTith  the  stream. 
Noiselessly  the  great  hulk  had  drifted  upon  me ; as 
it  came  the  light  glinted  on  the  wavelets  before  the 
bow,  quick  points  of  brilliant  light.  But  two  strokes 
with  the  sculls  carried  me  out  of  the  way. 
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NUTTY  AUTUMN. 

There  is  some  honeysuckle  still  flowering  at  the  tops 
•of  the  hedges,  where  in  the  morning  gossamer  lies 
like  a dewy  net.  The  gossamer  is  a sign  both  of 
approaching  autumn  and,  exactly  at  the  opposite 
season  of  the  year,  of  approaching  spring.  It 
stretches  from  pole  to  pole,  and  bough  to  bough,  in 
the  copses  in  February,  as  the  lark  sings.  It  covers 
the  furze,  and  lies  along  the  hedge-tops  in  September, 
as  the  lark,  after  a short  or  partial  silence,  occasion- 
ally sings  again. 

But  the  honeysuckle  does  not  flower  so  finely  as 
the  first  time ; there  is  more  red  (the  unopened  petal) 
than  white,  and  beneath,  lower  down  the  stalk,  are 
the  red  berries,  the  fruit  of  the  former  bloom.  Yellow 
weed,  or  ragwort,  covers  some  fields  almost  as  thickly 
as  buttercups  in  summer,  but  it  lacks  the  rich  colour 
of  the  buttercup.  Some  knotty  knapweeds  stay  in 
out-of-the-way  places,  where  the  scythe  has  not 
been ; some  bunches  of  mayweed,  too,  are  visible  in 
the  corners  of  the  stubble. 

Silverweed  lays  its  golden  flower — like  a buttercup 
without  a stalk — level  on  the  ground;  it  has  no 
protection,  and  any  passing  foot  may  press  it  into  the 
dust.  A few  white  or  pink  flowers  appear  on  the 
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brambles,  and  in  waste  places  a little  St.  John’s 
wort  remains  open,  but  the  seed  vessels  are  for  the 
most  part  forming.  St.  John’s  wort  is  the  flower 
of  the  harvest ; the  yellow  petals  appear  as  the  wheat 
ripens,  and  there  are  some  to  be  found  till  the  sheaves 
are  carted.  Once  now  and  then  a blue  and  slender 
bell-flower  is  lighted  on;  in  Sussex  the  larger  varieties 
bloom  till  much  later. 

By  still  ponds,  to  which  the  moorhens  have  now 
returned,  tall  spikes  of  purple  loosestrife  rise  in 
bunches.  In  the  furze  there  is  still  much  yellow, 
and  wherever  heath  grows  it  spreads  in  shimmering 
gleams  of  purple  between  the  birches  ; for  these  three, 
furze,  heath,  and  birch,  are  usually  together.  The 
fields,  therefore,  are  not  yet  flowerless,  nor  yet  with- 
out colour  here  and  there,  and  the  leaves,  which  stay 
on  the  trees  till  late  in  the  autumn,  are  more  interest- 
ing now  than  they  have  been  since  they  lost  their  first 
fresh  green. 

Oak,  elm,  beech,  and  birch,  all  have  yellow  spots, 
while  retaining  their  groundwork  of  green.  Oaks  are 
often  much  browner,  but  the  moisture  in  the  atmo- 
sphere keeps  the  sap  in  the  leaves.  Even  the  birches 
are  only  tinted  in  a few  places,  the  elms  very  little, 
and  the  beeches  not  much  more : so  it  would  seem 
that  their  hues  will  not  be  gone  altogether  till 
November.  Frosts  have  not  yet  bronzed  the  dogwood 
in  the  hedges,  and  the  hazel  leaves  are  fairly  firm. 
The  hazel  generally  drops  its  leaves  at  a touch  about 
this  time,  and  while  you  are  nutting,  if  you  shake 
a bough,  they  come  down  all  around. 

The  rushes  are  but  faintly  yellow,  and  the  slender 
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tips  still  point  upwards.  Dull  purple  burrs  cover  tbo 
burdock ; the  broad  limes  are  withering,  but  the 
leaves  are  thick,  and  the  teazles  are  still  flowering. 
Looking  upwards,  the  trees  are  tinted ; lower,  the 
hedges  are  not  without  colour,  and  the  field  itself 
is  speckled  with  blue  and  yellow.  The  stubble  is 
almost  hidden  in  many  fields  by  the  growth  of  weeds 
brought  up  by  the  rain ; still  the  tops  appear  above 
and  do  not  allow  it  to  be  green.  The  stubble  has 
a colour — white  if  barley,  yellow  if  wheat  or  oats. 
The  meads  are  as  verdant,  even  more  so,  than  in  the 
spring,  because  of  the  rain,  and  the  brooks  crowded 
with  green  flags. 

Haws  are  very  plentiful  this  year  (1881),  and  excep- 
tionally large,  many  fully  double  the  size  commonly 
seen.  So  heavily  are  the  branches  laden  with  bunches 
of  the  red  fruit  that  they  droop  as  apple  trees  do  with 
a more  edible  burden.  Though  so  big,  and  to  all 
appearance  tempting  to  birds,  none  have  yet  been 
eaten;  and,  indeed,  haws  seem  to  be  resorted  to 
only  as  a change,  unless  severe  weather  compels. 

Just  as  we  vary  our  diet,  so  birds  eat  haws,  and 
not  many  of  them  till  driven  by  frost  and  snow.  If 
any  stay  on  till  the  early  months  of  next  year,  wood- 
pigeons  and  missel-thrushes  will  then  eat  them ; but 
at  this  season  they  are  untouched.  Blackbirds  will 
peck  open  the  hips  directly  the  frost  comes ; the  hips 
go  long  before  the  haws.  There  was  a large  crop 
of  mountain-ash  berries,  every  one  of  which  has  been 
taken  by  blackbirds  and  thrushes,  which  are  almost 
as  fond  of  them  as  of  garden  fruit. 

Blackberries  are  thick,  too— it  is  a berry  year— and 
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aip  in  the  horse-chestnut  the  prickly-coated  nuts  hang 
up  in  bunches,  as  many  as  eight  on  a stalk.  Acorns 
■are  large,  but  not  so  singularly  numerous  as  the 
berries,  nor  are  hazel-nuts.  This  provision  of  hedge- 
fruit  no  more  indicates  a severe  winter  than  a damaged 
wheat  harvest  indicates  a mild  one. 

There  is  something  wrong  with  elm  trees.  In  the 
■early  part  of  this  summer,  not  long  after  the  leaves 
were  fairly  out  upon  them,  here  and  there  a branch 
appeared  as  if  it  had  been  touched  with  red-hot  iron 
and  burnt  up,  all  the  leaves  withered  and  browned 
■on  the  boughs.  First  one  tree  was  thus  affected, 
then  another,  then  a third,  till,  looking  round  the 
fields,  it  seemed  as  if  every  fourth  or  fifth  tree  had 
thus  been  burnt. 

It  began  with  the  leaves  losing  colour,  much  as 
they  do  in  autumn,  on  the  particular  bough ; gradually 
they  faded,  and  finally  became  brown  and  of  course 
dead.  As  they  did  not  appear  to  shrivel  up,  it  looked 
as  if  the  grub  or  insect,  or  whatever  did  the  mischief, 
had  attacked,  not  the  leaves,  but  the  bough  itself. 
Upon  mentioning  this  I found  that  it  had  been 
noticed  in  elm  avenues  and  groups  a hundred  miles 
distant,  so  that  it  is  not  a local  circumstance. 

As  far  as  yet  appears,  the  elms  do  not  seem  mate- 
rially injured,  the  damage  being  outwardly  confined  to 
the  bough  attacked.  These  brown  spots  looked  very 
remarkable  just  after  the  trees  had  become  green. 
They  were  quite  distinct  from  the  damage  caused  by 
the  snow  of  October,  1880.  The  boughs  broken  by  the 
snow  had  leaves  upon  them  which  at  once  turned 
brown,  and  in  the  case  of  the  oak  were  visible,  the 
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following  spring  as  brown  spots  among  the  green. 
These  snapped  boughs  never  bore  leaf  again.  It  was 
the  young  fresh  green  leaves  of  the  elms,  those  that 
appeared  in  the  spring  of  1881,  that  withered  as  if 
scorched.  The  boughs  upon  which  they  grew  had 
not  been  injured ; they  were  small  boughs  at  the 
outside  of  the  tree.  I hear  that  this  scorching  up  of 
elm  leaves  has  been  noticed  in  other  districts  for 
several  seasons. 

The  dewdrops  of  the  morning,  preserved  by  the 
mist,  which  the  sun  does  not  disperse  for  some  hours, 
linger  on  late  in  shaded  corners,  as  under  trees,  on 
drooping  blades  of  grass,  and  on  the  petals  of  flowers. 
Wild  bees  and  wasps  may  often  be  noticed  on  these 
blades  of  grass  that  are  still  wet,  as  if  they  could 
suck  some  sustenance  from  the  dew.  Wasps  fight 
hard  for  their  existence  as  the  nights  grow  cold. 
Desperate  and  ravenous,  they  will  eat  anything,  but 
perish  by  hundreds  as  the  warmth  declines. 

Dragon-flies  of  the  larger  size  are  now  very  busy 
rushing  to  and  fro  on  their  double  wings  ; those  who 
go  blackberrying  or  nutting  cannot  fail  to  see  them. 
Only  a very  few  days  since — it  does  not  seem  a week 
— there  was  a chifl'chaff  calling  in  a copse  as  merrily 
as  in  the  spring.  This  little  bird  is  the  first,  or  very 
nearly  the  first,  to  come  in  the  spring,  and  one  of 
the  last  to  go  as  autumn  approaches.  It  is  curious 
that,  though  singled  out  as  a first  sign  of  spring,  the 
chiffchaff  has  never  entered  into  the  home  life  of 
the  people  like  the  robin,  the  swallow,  or  even  the 
sparrow. 

There  is  nothing  about  it  in  the  nursery  rhymes 
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or  stories,  no  one  goes  out  to  listen  to  it,  children  are 
not  taught  to  recognize  it,  and  grown-up  persons 
are  often  quite  unaware  of  it.  I never  once  heard 
a countryman,  a labourer,  a farmer,  or  any  one  who 
was  always  out  of  doors,  so  much  as  allude  to  it*. 
They  never  noticed  it,  so  much  is  every  one  the  pro- 
duct of  habit. 

The  first  swallow  they  looked  for,  and  never  missed  ; 
but  they  neither  heard  nor  saw  the  chiffchaff.  To 
those  who  make  any  study  at  all  of  birds  it  is,  of 
course,  perfectly  familiar ; but  to  the  bulk  of  people 
it  is  unknown.  Yet  it  is  one  of  the  commonest  of 
migratory  birds,  and  sings  in  every  copse  and  hedge- 
row, using  loud,  unmistakable  notes.  At  last,  in 
the  middle  of  September,  the  chiffchaff,  too,  is  silent. 
The  swallow  remains ; but  for  the  rest,  the  birds 
have  flocked  together,  finches,  starlings,  sparrows, 
and  gone  forth  into  the  midst  of  the  stubble  far  from 
the  place  where  their  nests  were  built,  and  where  they 
sang,  and  chirped,  and  wThistled  so  long. 

The  swallows,  too,  are  not  without  thought  of  going* 
They  may  be  seen  twenty  in  a row,  one  above  the 
other,  or  on  the  slanting  ropes  or  guys  which  hold  up 
the  masts  of  the  rickeloths  over  the  still  unfinished 
cornricks.  They  gather  in  rows  on  the  ridges  of  the 
tiles,  and  wisely  take  counsel  of  each  other.  Rooks 
are  up  at  the  acorns ; they  take  them  from  the  bough, 
while  the  pheasants  come  underneath  and  pick  up 
those  that  have  fallen. 

The  partridge  coveys  are  more  numerous  and  larger 
than  they  have  been  for  several  seasons,  and  though 
shooting  has  now  been  practised  for  more  than  a fort- 
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night,  as  many  as  twelve  and  seventeen  are  still  to  be 
counted  together.  They  have  more  cover  than  usual 
at  this  season,  not  only  because  the  harvest  is  still 
about,  but  because  where  cut  the  stubble  is  so  full  of 
weeds  that  when  crouching  they  are  hidden.  In  some 
fields  the  weeds  are  so  thick  that  even  a pheasant 
can  hide. 

South  of  London  the  harvest  commenced  in  the 
last  week  of  July.  The  stubble  that  was  first  cut 
still  remains  unploughed  ; it  is  difficult  to  find  a fresh 
furrow,  and  I have  only  once  or  twice  heard  the  quick 
strong  puffing  of  the  steam-plough.  While  the  wheat 
was  in  shock  it  was  a sight  to  see  the  wood-pigeons 
at  it.  Flocks  of  hundreds  came  perching  on  the 
sheaves,  and  visiting  the  same  field  day  after  day. 
The  sparrows  have  never  had  such  a feast  of  grain 
as  this  year.  Whole  corners  of  wheat  fields — they 
work  more  at  corners — were  cleared  out  as  clean  by 
them  as  if  the  wheat  had  been  threshed  as  it  stood. 

The  sunshine  of  the  autumn  afternoons  is  faintly 
tawny,  and  the  long  grass  by  the  wayside  takes  from 
it  a tawny  undertone.  Some  other  colour  than  the 
green  of  each  separate  blade,  if  gathered,  lies  among 
the  bunches,  a little,  perhaps  like  the  hue  of  the 
narrow  pointed  leaves  of  the  reeds.  It  is  caught  only 
for  a moment,  and  looked  at  steadily  it  goes.  Among 
the  grass,  the  hawkweeds,  one  or  two  dandelions,  and 
a stray  buttercup,  all  yellow,  favour  the  illusion.  By 
the  bushes  there  is  a double  row  of  pale  buff  bryony 
leaves ; these,  too,  help  to  increase  the  sense  of  a 
secondary  colour. 

The  atmosphere  holds  the  beams,  and  abstracts 
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from  them  their  white  brilliance.  They  come  slower 
with  a drowsy  light,  which  casts  a less  defined  shadow 
of  the  still  oaks.  The  yellow  and  brown  leaves  in 
the  oaks,  in  the  elms,  and  the  beeches,  in  their  turn 
affect  the  rays,  and  retouch  them  with  their  own  hue. 
An  immaterial  mist  across  the  fields  looks  like  a cloud 
of  light  hovering  on  the  stubble  : the  light  itself  made 
visible. 

The  tawniness  is  indistinct,  it  haunts  the  sunshine, 
and  is  not  to  be  fixed,  any  more  than  you  can  say 
where  it  begins  and  ends  in  the  complexion  of  a 
brunette.  Almost  too  large  for  their  cups,  the  acorns 
have  a shade  of  the  same  hue  now  before  they  become 
brown.  As  it  withers,  the  many-pointed  leaf  of  the 
white  bryony  and  the  bine  as  it  shrivels,  in  like 
manner,  do  their  part.  The  white  thistle-down,  which 
stays  on  the  bursting  thistles  because  there  is  no 
wind  to  waft  it  away,  reflects  it ; the  white  is  pushed 
aside  by  the  colour  that  the  stained  sunbeams  bring. 

Pale  yellow  thatch  on  the  wheat  ricks  becomes 
a deeper  yellow ; broad  roofs  of  old  red  tiles  smoulder 
under  it.  What  can  you  call  it  but  tawniness  ? — the 
earth  sunburnt  once  more  at  harvest  time.  Sunburnt 
and  brown — for  it  deepens  into  brown.  Brown 
partridges,  and  pheasants,  at  a distance  brown,  their 
long  necks  stretched  in  front  and  long  tails  behind 
gleaming  in  the  stubble.  Brown  thrushes  just  ventur- 
ing to  sing  again.  Brown  clover  hay  ricks;  the 
bloom  on  the  third  crop  yonder,  which  was  recently 
a bright  colour,  is  fast  turning  brown,  too. 

Here  and  there  a thin  layer  of  brown  leaves  rustles 
under  foot.  The  scaling  bark  on  the  lower  part  of 
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the  tree  trunks  is  brown.  Dry  clock  stems,  fallen 
branches,  the  very  shadows,  are  not  black,  but  brown. 
With  red  hips  and  haws,  red  bryony  and  woodbine 
berries,  these  together  cause  the  sense  rather  than 
the  actual  existence  of  a tawny  tint.  It ' is  pleasant ; 
but  sunset  comes  so  soon,  and  then  after  the  trees  are 
in  shadow  beneath,  the  yellow  spots  at  the  tops  of 
the  elms  still  receive  the  light  from  the  west  a few 
moments  longer. 

There  is  something  nutty  in  the  short  autumn  day 
— shorter  than  its  duration  as  measured  by  hours,  for 
the  enjoyable  day  is  between  the  clearing  of  the  mist 
and  the  darkening  of  the  shadows.  The  nuts  are 
ripe,  and  with  them  is  associated  wine  and  fruit. 
They  are  hard  but  tasteful ; if  you  eat  one  you  wTant 
ten,  and  after  ten  twenty.  In  the  wine  there  is  a 
glow,  a spot  like  tawny  sunlight;  it  falls  on  your 
hand  as  you  lift  the  glass. 

They  are  never  really  nuts  unless  you  gather  them 
yourself.  Put  down  the  gun  a minute  or  two,  and 
pull  the  boughs  this  way.  One  or  two  may  drop  of 
themselves  as  the  branch  is  shaken,  one  among  the 
brambles,  another  outwards  into  the  stubble.  The 
leaves  rustle  against  hat  and  shoulders ; a thistle  is 
crushed  under  foot,  and  the  down  at  last  released. 
Bines  of  bryony  hold  the  ankles,  and  hazel  boughs  are 
stiff  and  not  ready  to  bend  to  the  will.  This  large 
brown  nut  must  be  cracked  at  once ; the  film  slips  off 
the  kernel,  which  is  wdaite  miderneath.  It  is  sweet. 

The  tinted  sunshine  comes  through  between  the  tall 
hazel  rods ; there  is  a grasshopper  calling  in  the  sward 
on  the  other  side  of  the  mound.  The  bird’s  nest  in 
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the  thorn-bush  looks  as  perfect  as  if  just  made,  instead 
of  having  been  left  long  long  since— the  young  birds 
have  flocked  into  the  stubbles.  On  the  briar  which 
holds  the  jacket  the  canker  rose,  which  was  green  in 
summer,  is  now  rosy.  No  such  nuts  as  those  captured 
with  cunning  search  from  the  bough  in  the  tinted 
sunlight  and  under  the  changing  leaf. 

The  autumn  itself  is  nutty,  brown,  hard,  frosty,  and 
sweet.  Nuts  are  hard,  frosts  are  hard ; but  the  one 
is  sweet,  and  the  other  braces  the  strong.  Exercise 
often  wearies  in  the  spring,  and  in  the  summer  heats 
is  scarcely  to  be  faced ; but  in  autumn,  to  those  who 
are  well,  every  step  is  bracing  and  hardens  the  frame, 
as  the  sap  is  hardening  in  the  trees. 
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ROUND  A LONDON  COPSE. 

In  October  a party  of  woocl-pigeons  took  up  their 
residence  in  the  little  copse  which  has  been  pre  viously 
mentioned.  It  stands  in  the  angle  formed  by  two 
suburban  roads,  and  the  trees  in  it  overshadow  some 
villa  gardens.  This  copse  has  always  been  a favourite 
with  birds,  and  it  is  not  uncommon  to  see  a pheasant 
about  it,  sometimes  within  gun-shot  of  the  gardens, 
while  the  call  of  the  partridges  in  the  evening  may 
now  and  then  be  heard  from  the  windows.  But 
though  frequently  visited  by  wood-pigeons,  they  did 
not  seem  to  make  any  stay  till  now  when  this  party 
arrived. 

There  were  eight  of  them.  During  the  day  they 
made  excursions  into  the  stubble  fields,  and  in  the 
evening  returned  to  roost.  They  remained  through 
the  winter,  which  will  be  remembered  as  the  most 
severe  for  many  years.  Even  in  the  sharpest  frost,, 
if  the  sun  shone  out,  they  called  to  each  other  now 
and  then.  On  the  first  day  of  the  year  their  hollow 
cooing  came  from  the  copse  at  midday. 

During  the  deep  snow  which  blocked  the  roads  and 
covered  the  fields  almost  a foot  deep,  they  were  silent, 
but  were  constantly  observed  flying  to  and  fro- 
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Immediately  it  became  milder  they  recommenced  to 
coo,  so  that  at  intervals  the  note  of  the  wood-pigeon 
was  heard  in  the  adjacent  house  from  October,  all 
through  the  winter,  till  the  nesting  time  in  May. 
Sometimes  towards  sunset  in  the  early  spring  they  all 
perched  together  before  finally  retiring  on  the  bare, 
slender  tips  of  the  tall  birch  trees,  exposed  and  clearly 
visible  against  the  sky. 

Six  once  alighted  in  a row  on  a long  birch  branch,, 
bending  it  down  with  their  weight  like  a heavy  load  of 
fruit.  The  stormy  sunset  flamed  up,  tinting  the  fields 
with  momentary  red,  and  their  hollow  voices  sounded 
among  the  trees.  By  May  they  had  paired  off,  and 
each  couple  had  a part  of  the  copse  to  themselves. 
Instead  of  avoiding  the  house,  they  seemed,  on  the 
contrary,  to  come  much  nearer,  and  two  or  three 
couples  built  close  to  the  garden. 

Just  there,  the  wood  being  bare  of  undergrowth, 
there  was  nothing  to  obstruct  the  sight  but  some  few 
dead  hanging  branches,  and  the  pigeons  or  ringdoves 
could  be  seen  continually  flying  up  and  down  from 
the  ground  to  their  nests.  They  were  so  near  that 
the  darker  marking  at  the  end  of  the  tail,  as  it  was 
spread  open  to  assist  the  upward  flight  to  the  branch, 
was  visible.  Outside  the  garden  gate,  and  not  more 
than  twenty  yards  distant,  there  stood  three  young 
spruce  firs,  at  the  edge  of  the  copse,  but  without  the 
boundary.  To  the  largest  of  these  one  of  the  pigeons 
came  now  and  then ; he  was  half  inclined  to  choose  it 
for  his  nest. 

The  noise  of  their  wings  as  they  rose  and  threshed 
their  strong  feathers  together  over  the  tops  of  the  trees. 
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was  often  heard,  and  while  in  the  garden  one  might 
he  watched  approaching  from  a distance,  swift  as  the 
wind,  then  suddenly  half-closing  his  wings  and 
shooting  forwards,  he  alighted  among  the  boughs. 
Their  coo  is  not  in  any  sense  tuneful ; yet  it  has  a 
pleasant  association ; for  the  ringdove  is  pre-eminently 
the  bird  of  the  woods  and  forests,  and  rightly  named 
the  wood-pigeon.  Yet  though  so  associated  with  the 
deepest  and  most  lonely  woods,  here  they  were  close 
to  the  house  and  garden,  constantly  heard,  and  almost 
always  visible;  and  London,  too,  so  near.  They 
seemed  almost  as  familiar  as  the  sparrows  and 
starlings. 

These  pigeons  were  new  inhabitants ; but  turtle- 
doves had  built  in  the  copse  since  I knew  it.  They 
were  late  coming  the  last  spring  I watched  them ; but, 
when  they  did,  chose  a spot  much  nearer  the  house 
than  usual.  The  turtle-dove  has  a way  of  gurgling  the 
soft  vowels  “ oo  ” in  the  throat.  Swallows  do  not 
make  a summer,  but  when  the  turtle-dove  coos  summer 
is  certainly  come.  One  afternoon  one  of  the  pair  flew 
up  into  a hornbeam  which  stood  beside  the  garden  not 
twenty  yards  at  farthest.  At  first  he  sat  upright  on 
the  branch  watching  me  below,  then  turned  and  flut- 
tered down  to  the  nest  beneath. 

While  this  nesting  was  going  on  I could  hear  five 
different  birds  at  once  either  in  the  garden  or  from 
any  of  the  windows.  The  doves  cooed,  and  every  now 
and  then  their  gentle  tones  were  overpowered  by  the 
loud  call  of  the  wood-pigeons.  A cuckoo  called  from 
the  top  of  the  tallest  birch,  and  a nightingale  and  a 
brook-sparrow  (or  sedge-reedling)  were  audible  together 
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in  the  common  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road.  It 
is  remarkable  that  one  season  there  seems  more  of 
one  kind  of  bird  than  the  next.  The  year  alluded  to, 
for  instance,  in  this  copse  was  the  wood-pigeons’  year. 
But  one  season  previously  the  copse  seemed  to  belong 
to  the  missel-thrushes- 

Early  in  the  March  mornings  I used  to  wake  a3  the 
workmen’s  trains  went  rumbling  by  to  the  great  City, 
to  see  on  the  ceiling  by  the  window  a streak  of  sun- 
light, tinted  orange  by  the  vapour  through  which  the 
level  beams  had  passed.  Something  in  the  sense  of 
morning  lifts  the  heart  up  to  the  sun.  The  light,  the 
air,  the  waving  branches  speak ; the  earth  and  life 
seem  boundless  at  that  moment.  In  this  it  is  the 
same  on  the  verge  of  the  artificial  City  as  when  the 
rays  come  streaming  through  the  pure  atmosphere  of 
the  Downs.  While  thus  thinking,  suddenly  there 
rang  out  three  clear,  trumpet-like  notes  from  a tree  at 
the  edge  of  the  copse  by  the  garden.  A softer  song 
followed,  and  then  again  the  same  three  notes,  whose 
wild  sweetness  echoed  through  the  wood. 

The  voice  of  the  missel-thrush  sounded  not  only 
close  at  hand  and  in  the  room,  but  repeated  itself  as 
it  floated  away,  as  the  bugle-call  does.  He  is  the 
trumpeter  of  spring : Lord  of  March,  his  proud  call 
challenges  the  woods ; there  are  none  who  can  answer. 
Listen  for  the  missel-thrush  : when  he  sings  the  snow 
may  fall,  the  rain  drift,  but  not  for  long ; the  violets 
are  near  at  hand.  The  nest  was  in  a birch  visible 
from  the  garden,  and  that  season  seemed  to  be  the 
missel-thrush’s.  Another  year  the  cuckoos  had 
possession. 
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There  is  a detached  ash  tree  in  the  field  by  the 
copse, ; it  stands  apart,  and  about  sixty  or  seventy 
yards  from  the  garden.  A cuckoo  came  to  this  ash 
every  morning,  and  called  there  for  an  hour  at  a time, 
his  notes  echoing  along  the  building,  one  following 
the  other  as  wavelets  roll  on  the  summer  sands. 
After  awhile  two  more  used  to  appear,  and  then  there 
was  a chase  round  the  copse,  up  to  the  tallest  birch, 
and  out  to  the  ash  tree  again.  This  went  on  day 
after  day,  and  was  repeated  every  evening.  Flying 
from  the  ash  to  the  copse  and  returning,  the  birds 
were  constantly  in  sight ; they  sometimes  passed 
over  the  house,  and  the  call  became  so  familiar  that 
it  was  not  regarded  any  more  than  the  chirp  of  a 
sparrow.  Till  the  very  last  the  cuckoos  remained 
there,  and  never  ceased  to  be  heard  till  they  left  to 
cross  the  seas. 

That  was  the  cuckoos’  season;  next  spring  they 
returned  again,  but  much  later  than  usual,  and  did 
not  call  so  much,  nor  were  they  seen  so  often  while 
they  were  there.  One  was  calling  in  the  copse  on  the 
evening  of  the  6th  of  May  as  late  as  half-past  eight, 
while  the  moon  was  shining.  But  they  were  not  so 
prominent ; and  as  for  the  missel-thrushes,  I did  not 
hear  them  at  all  in  the  copse.  It  was  the  wood- 
pigeons’  year.  Thus  the  birds  come  in  succession 
and  reign  by  turns. 

Even  the  starlings  vary,  regular  as  they  are  by 
habit.  This  season  (1881)  none  have  whistled  on 
the  house-top.  In  previous  years  they  have  always 
come,  and  only  the  preceding  spring  a pair  filled  the 
gutter  with  the  materials  of  then’  nest»  Long  after 
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they  had  finished  a storm  descended,  and  the  rain, 
thus  dammed  up  and  unable  to  escape,  flooded  the 
corner.  It  cost  half  a sovereign  to  repair  the  damage, 
but  it  did  not  matter ; the  starlings  had  been  happy. 
It  has  been  a disappointment  this  year  not  to  listen 
to  their  eager  whistling  and  the  flutter  of  their  wings 
as  they  vibrate  them  rapidly  while  hovering  a moment 
before  entering  their  cavern.  A pair  of  house-martins, 
too,  built  under  the  eaves  close  to  the  starling’s 
nest,  and  they  also  disappointed  me  by  not  return- 
ing this  season,  though  the  nest  was  not  touched. 
Some  fate,  I fear,  overtook  both  starlings  and  house- 
martins. 

Another  time  it  was  the  season  of  the  lapwings. 
Towards  the  end  of  November  (1881),  there  appeared 
a large  flock  of  peewits,  or  green  plovers,  which  flock 
passed  most  of  the  day  in  a broad,  level  ploughed 
field  of  great  extent.  At  this  time  I estimated  their 
number  as  about  four  hundred;  far  exceeding  any 
flock  I had  previously  seen  in  the  neighbourhood. 
Fresh  parties  joined  the  main  body  continually,  until 
by  December  there  could  not  have  been  less  than  a 
thousand.  Still  more  and  more  arrived,  and  by  the 
first  of  January  (1882)  even  this  number  was  doubled, 
and  there  were  certainly  fully  two  thousand  there. 
It  is  the  habit  of  green  plovers  to  all  move  at  once, 
to  rise  from  the  ground  simultaneously,  to  turn  in 
the  air,  or  to  descend — and  all  so  regular  that  their 
very  wings  seem  to  flap  together.  The  effect  of 
such  a vast  body  of  white-breasted  birds  uprising 
as  one  from  the  dark  ploughed  earth  was  very  re- 
markable. 
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When  they  passed  overhead  the  air  sang  like  the 
midsummer  hum  'with  the  shrill  noise  of  heating 
wings.  When  they  wheeled  a light  shot  down  re- 
flected from  their  white  breasts,  so  that  people  in- 
voluntarily looked  up  to  see  what  it  could  be.  The 
sun  shone  on  them,  so  that  at  a distance  the  flock 
resembled  a cloud  brilliantly  illuminated.  In  an 
instant  they  turned  and  the  cloud  was  darkened. 
Such  a great  flock  had  not  been  seen  in  that  district 
in  the  memory  of  man. 

There  did  not  seem  any  reason  for  their  congre- 
gating in  this  manner,  unless  it  was  the  mildness  of 
the  winter,  but  winters  had  been  mild  before  without 
such  a display.  The  birds  as  a mass  rarely  left  this 
one  particular  field — they  voyaged  round  in  the  air 
and  settled  again  in  the  same  place.  Some  few  used 
to  spend  hours  with  the  sheep  in  a meadow,  remain- 
ing there  till  dusk,  till  the  mist  hid  them,  and  then- 
cry  sounded  afar  in  the  gloom.  They  stayed  all 
through  the  winter,  breaking  up  as  the  spring  ap- 
proached. By  March  the  great  flock  had  dispersed. 

The  winter  was  very  mild.  There  were  buttercups, 
avens,  and  white  nettles  in  flower  on  December  31st. 
On  January  7th,  there  were  briar  buds  opening  into 
young  leaf ; on  the  9th  a dandelion  in  flower,  and  an 
arum  up.  A grey  veronica  was  trying  to  open  flower 
on  the  11th,  and  hawthorn  buds  were  so  far  open  that 
the  green  was  visible  on  the  16th.  On  February  14th 
a yellow-hammer  sang,  and  brambles  had  put  forth 
green  buds.  Two  wasps  went  by  in  the  sunshine. 
The  14th  is  Old  Candlemas,  supposed  to  rule  the 
weather  for  some  time  after.  Old  Candlemas  was 
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very  fine  and  sunny  till  night,  when  a little  rain  fell. 
The  summer  that  followed  was  cold  and  ungenial, 
with  easterly  winds,  though  fortunately  it  brightened 
up  somewhat  for  the  harvest.  A chaffinch  sang  on  the 
20th  of  February  : all  these  are  very  early  dates. 

One  morning  while  I was  watching  these  plovers, 
a man  with  a gun  got  over  a gate  into  the  road. 
Another  followed,  apparently  without  a weapon,  but 
as  the  first  proceeded  to  take  his  gun  to  pieces,  and 
put  the  barrel  in  one  pocket  at  the  back  of  his  coat, 
and  the  stock  in  a second,  it  is  possible  that  there  was 
another  gun  concealed.  The  coolness  with  which  the 
fellow  did  this  on  the  highway  was  astounding,  hut 
his  impudence  was  surpassed  by  his  stupidity,  for  at 
the  very  moment  he  hid  the  gun  there  was  a rabbit 
out  feeding  within  easy  range,  which  neither  of  these 
men  observed. 

The  boughs  of  a Scotch  fir  nearly  reached  to  one 
window.  If  I recollect  rightly,  the  snow  was  on  the 
ground  in  the  early  part  of  the  year,  when  a golden- 
crested  wren  came  to  it.  He  visited  it  two  or  three 
times  a week  for  some  time;  his  golden  crest  dis- 
tinctly seen  among  the  dark  green  needles  of  the  fir. 

There  are  squirrels  in  the  copse,  and  now  and  then 
one  comes  within  sight.  In  the  summer  there  was 
one  in  the  boughs  of  an  oak  close  to  the  garden. 
Once,  and  once  only,  a pair  of  them  ventured  into 
the  garden  itself,  deftly  passing  along  the  wooden 
palings  and  exploring  a guelder  rose-bush.  The 
pheasants  which  roost  in  the  copse  wander  to  it  from 
distant  preserves.  One  morning  in  spring,  before  the 
corn  was  up,  there  was  one  in  a field  by  the  copse 
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calmly  walking  along  the  ridge  of  a furrow  so  near 
that  the  ring  round  his  neck  was  visible  from  the 
road. 

In  the  early  part  of  last  autumn,  while  the  acorns 
were  dropping  from  the  oaks  and  the  berries  ripe,  I 
twice  disturbed  a pheasant  from  the  garden  of  a villa 
not  far  distant.  There  were  some  oaks  hard  by,  and 
from  under  these  the  bird  had  wandered  into  the 
quiet  sequestered  garden.  The  oak  in  the  copse  on 
which  the  squirrel  was  last  seen  is  peculiar  for 
bearing  oak-apples  earlier  than  any  other  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  there  are  often  half  a dozen  of 
them  on  the  twigs  on  the  trunk  before  there  is  one 
anywhere  else.  The  famous  snowstorm  of  October. 
1880,  snapped  off  the  leader  or  top  of  this  oak. 

Jays  often  come,  magpies  more  rarely,  to  the  copse; 
as  for  the  lesser  birds  they  all  visit  it.  In  the  horn- 
beams at  the  verge  blackcaps  sing  in  spring  a sweet 
and  cultured  song,  which  does  not  last  many  seconds. 
They  visit  a thick  bunch  of  ivy  in  the  garden.  By 
these  hornbeam  trees  a streamlet  flows  out  of  the 
copse,  crossed  at  the  hedge  by  a pole,  to  prevent 
cattle  straying  in.  The  pole  is  a robin’s  perch.  He 
is  always  there,  or  near ; he  was  there  all  through 
the  terrible  winter,  all  the  summer,  and  he  is  there 
now. 

There  are  a few  inches,  a narrow  strip  of  sand, 
beside  the  streamlet  under  this  pole.  Whenever  a 
wagtail  dares  to  come  to  this  sand  the  robin  im- 
mediately appears  and  drives  him  away.  He  will 
bear  no  intrusion.  A pair  of  butcher-birds  built  very 
near  this  spot  one  spring,  but  afterwards  appeared  to 
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remove  to  a place  where  there  is  more  furze,  hut 
beside  the  same  hedge.  The  determination  and  fierce 
resolution  of  the  shrike,  or  butcher-bird,  despite  his 
small  size,  is  most  marked.  One  day  a shrike  darted 
down  from  a hedge  just  before  me,  not  a yard  in  front, 
and  dashed  a dandelion  to  the  ground. 

His  claws  clasped  the  stalk,  and  the  flower  was 
crushed  in  a moment ; he  came  with  such  force  as  to 
partly  lose  his  balance.  His  prey  was  probably  a 
humble-bee  which  had  settled  on  the  dandelion.  The 
shrike’s  head  resembles  that  of  the  eagle  in  miniature. 
From  his  favourite  branch  he  surveys  the  grass,  and 
in  an  instant  pounces  on  his  victim. 

There  is  a quiet  lane  leading  out  of  one  of  the  roads 
which  have  been  mentioned  down  into  a wooded 
hollow,  where  there  are  two  ponds,  one  on  each  side 
of  the  lane.  Standing  here  one  morning  in  the  early 
summer,  suddenly  a kingfisher  came  shooting  straight 
towards  me,  and  swerving  a little  passed  within  three 
yards  ; his  blue  wings,  his  ruddy  front,  the  white 
streak  beside  his  neck,  and  long  hill  were  visible  for 
a moment ; then  he  was  away,  straight  over  the 
meadows,  till  he  cleared  a distant  hedge  and  dis- 
appeared. He  was  probably  on  his  way  to  visit 
his  nest,  for  though  living  by  the  streams  king- 
fishers often  have  their  nest  a considerable  way  from 
water. 

Two  years  had  gone  by  since  I saw  one  here  before, 
perched  then  on  the  trunk  of  a willow  which  overhangs 
one  of  the  ponds.  After  that  came  the  severe  winters, 
and  it  seemed  as  if  the  kingfishers  were  killed  off,  for 
they  are  often  destroyed  by  frost,  so  that  the  bird 
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came  unexpectedly  from  the  shadow  of  the  trees, 
across  the  lane,  and  out  into  the  sunshine  over  the 
field.  It  was  a great  pleasure  to  see  a kingfisher 
again. 

This  hollow  is  the  very  place  of  singing  birds  in 
June.  Up  in  the  oaks  blackbirds  whistle — you  do 
not  often  see  them,  for  they  seek  the  leafy  top  branches, 
hut  once  now  and  then  while  fluttering  across  to 
another  perch.  The  blackbird’s  whistle  is  very  human, 
like  some  one  playing  the  flute ; an  uncertain  player 
now  drawing  forth  a bar  of  a beautiful  melody  and 
then  losing  it  again.  He  does  not  know  what  quiver 
'Or  what  turn  his  note  will  take  before  it  ends ; the 
note  leads  him  and  completes  itself.  His  music 
strives  to  express  his  keen  appreciation  of  the  love- 
liness of  the  days,  the  golden  glory  of  the  meadow, 
the  light,  and  the  luxurious  shadows. 

Such  thoughts  can  only  be  expressed  in  fragments, 
like  a sculptor’s  chips  thrown  off  as  the  inspiration 
seizes  him,  not  mechanically  sawn  to  a set  line.  Now 
and  again  the  blackbird  feels  the  beauty  of  the  time, 
the  large  white  daisy  stars,  the  grass  with  yellow- 
dusted  tips,  the  air  which  comes  so  softly  unperceived 
by  any  precedent  rustle  of  the  hedge.  He  feels  the 
beauty  of  the  time,  and  he  must  say  it.  His  notes 
come  like  wild  flowers  not  sown  in  order.  There  is 
not  an  oak  here  in  June  without  a blackbird. 

Thrushes  sing  louder  here  than  anywhere  else ; 
they  really  seem  to  sing  louder,  and  they  are  all 
around.  Thrushes  appear  to  vary  their  notes  with 
the  period  of  the  year,  singing  louder  in  the  summer, 
and  in  the  mild  days  of  October  when  the  leaves  lie 


ROUND  A LONDON  COPSE. 


163 


brown  and  buff  on  the  sward  under  their  perch  more 
plaintively  and  delicately.  Warblers  and  willow-wrens 
sing  in  the  hollow  in  June,  all  out  of  sight  among  the 
trees — they  are  easily  hidden  by  a leaf. 

At  that  time  the  ivy  leaves  which  flourish  up  to  the 
very  tops  of  the  oaks  are  so  smooth  with  enamelled 
surface,  that  high  up,  as  the  wind  moves  them,  they 
reflect  the  sunlight  and  scintillate.  Greenfinches  in 
the  elms  never  cease  love-making ; and  love-making 
needs  much  soft  talking.  A nightingale  in  a bush 
sings  so  loud  the  hawthorn  seems  too  small  for  the 
vigour  of  the  song.  He  will  let  you  stand  at  the  very 
verge  of  the  bough ; but  it  is  too  near,  his  voice  is 
sweeter  across  the  field. 

There  are  still,  in  October,  a few  red  apples  on  the 
boughs  of  the  trees  in  a little  orchard  beside  the  same 
road.  It  is  a natural  orchard — left  to  itself — therefore 
there  is  always  something  to  see  in  it.  The  palings 
by  the  road  are  falling,  and  are  held  up  chiefly  by  the 
brambles  about  them  and  the  ivy  that  has  climbed  up. 
Trees  stand  on  the  right  and  trees  on  the  left ; there 
is  a tall  spruce  fir  at  the  back. 

The  apple  trees  are  not  set  in  straight  lines : they 
were  at  first,  but  some  have  died  away  and  left  an 
irregularity;  the  trees  lean  this  way  and  that,  and  they 
are  scarred  and  marked  as  it  were  with  lichen  and 
moss.  It  is  the  home  of  birds.  A blackbird  had  its 
nest  this  spring  in  the  bushes  on  the  left  side,  a 
nightingale  another  in  the  bushes  on  the  right,  and 
there  the  nightingale  sang  under  the  shadow  of  a 
hornbeam  for  hours  every  morning  while  “ City  ” 
men  were  hurrying  past  to  their  train. 
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The  sharp  relentless  shrike  that  used  to  live  by  the 
copse  moved  up  here,  and  from  that  very  hornbeam 
perpetually  darted  across  the  road  upon  insects  in 
the  fern  and  furze  opposite.  He  never  entered  the 
orchard;  it  is  often  noticed  that  birds  (and  beasts 
of  prey)  do  not  touch  creatures  that  build  near  their 
own  nests.  Several  thrushes  reside  in  the  orchard ; 
swallows  frequently  twittered  from  the  tops  of  the 
apple-trees.  As  the  grass  is  so  safe  from  intrusion 
one  of  the  earliest  buttercups  flowers  here.  Bennets 
— the  flower  of  the  grass — come  up  ; the  first  bennet 
is  to  green  things  what  the  first  swallow  is  to  the 
breathing  creatures  of  summer. 

On  a bare  bough,  but  lately  scourged  by  the  east 
wind,  the  apple  bloom  appears,  set  about  with  the 
green  of  the  hedges  and  the  dark  spruce  behind. 
White  horse-chestnut  blooms  stand  up  in  their 
stately  way,  lighting  the  path  which  is  strewn  with 
the  green  moss-like  flowers  fallen  from  the  oaks.. 
There  is  an  early  bush  of  May.  When  the  young 
apples  take  form  and  shape  the  grass  is  so  high  even 
the  buttercups  are  overtopped  by  it.  Along  the  edge 
of  the  roadside  footpath,  where  the  dandelions, 
plantains,  and  grasses  are  thick  with  seed,  the  green- 
finches come  down  and  feed. 

Now  the  apples  are  red  that  are  left,  and  they  hang 
on  boughs  from  which  the  leaves  are  blown  by  every 
gust.  But  it  does  not  matter  when  you  pass,  summer 
or  autumn,  this  little  orchard  has  always  something 
to  offer.  It  is  not  neglected — it  is  true  attention  to 
leave  it  to  itself. 

Left  to  itself,  so  that  the  grass  reaches  its  fullest 
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height;  so  that  bryony  vines  trail  over  the  hushes 
ancl  stay  till  the  berries  fall  of  their  own  ripeness ; so 
that  the  brown  leaves  lie  and  are  not  swept  away 
unless  the  wind  chooses ; so  that  all  things  follow 
their  own  course  and  bent.  The  hedge  opposite  in 
autumn,  when  reapers  are  busy  with  the  sheaves,  is 
white  with  the  large  trumpet  flowers  of  the  great  wild 
convolvulus  (or  bindweed).  The  hedge  there  seems 
made  of  convolvulus  then ; nothing  but  convolvulus 
and  nowhere  else  does  the  flower  flourish  so  strongly  ; 
the  bines  remain  till  the  following  spring. 

Without  a path  through  it,  without  a border  or 
parterre,  unvisited,  and  left  alone,  the  orchard  has 
acquired  an  atmosphere  of  peace  and  stillness,  such  as 
grows  up  in  woods  and  far-away  lonely  places.  It  is 
so  commonplace  and  unpretentious  that  passers-by  do 
not  notice  it ; it  is  merely  a corner  of  meadow  dotted 
with  apple  trees — a place  that  needs  frequent  glances 
and  a dreamy  mood  to  understand  it  as  the  birds 
understand  it.  They  are  always  there.  In  spring, 
thrushes  move  along  rustling  the  fallen  leaves  as  they 
search  among  the  arum  sheaths  unrolling  beside  the 
sheltering  palings.  There  are  nooks  and  corners 
whence  shy  creatures  can  steal  out  from  the  shadow 
and  be  happy.  There  is  a loving  streak  of  sunshine 
somewhere  among  the  tree  trunks. 

Though  the  copse  is  so  much  frequented  the  migrant 
birds  (which  have  now  for  the  most  part  gone)  next 
spring  will  not  be  seen  nor  heard  there  first.  With 
one  exception,  it  is  not  the  first  place  to  find  them. 
The  cuckoos  which  come  to  the  copse  do  not  call  till 
some  time  after  others  have  been  heard  in  the  neigh- 


160 


NATUliE  NEAP  LONDON. 


bourhood.  There  is  another  favourite  copse  a mile 
distant,  and  the  cuckoo  can  be  heard  near  it  quite  a 
■week  earlier.  This  last  spring  there  were  two  days* 
difference — a marked  interval. 

The  nightingale  that  sings  in  the  bushes  on  the 
common  immediately  opposite  the  copse  is  late  in 
the  same  manner.  There  is  a mound  about  half  a 
mile  farther,  where  a nightingale  always  sings  first, 
before  all  the  others  of  the  district.  The  one  on  the 
common  began  to  sing  last  spring  a full  week  later. 
On  the  contrary,  the  sedge-reedling,  which  chatters 
side  by  side  with  the  nightingale,  is  the  first  of  all  his 
kind  to  return  to  the  neighbourhood.  The  same 
thing  happens  season  after  season,  so  that  when  once 
you  know  these  places  you  can  always  hear  the  birds 
several  days  before  other  people. 

With  flowers  it  is  the  same ; the  lesser  celandine, 
the  marsh  marigold,  the  silvery  cardamine,  appear 
first  in  one  particular  spot,  and  may  be  gathered 
there  before  a petal  has  opened  elsewhere.  The  first 
swallow  in  this  district  generally  appears  round  about 
a pond  near  some  farm  buildings.  Birds  care  nothing 
for  appropriate  surroundings.  Hearing  a titlark  sing- 
ing his  loudest,  I found  him  perched  on  the  rim  of  a 
tub  placed  for  horses  to  drink  from. 

This  very  pond  by  which  the  first  swallow  appears 
is  muddy  enough,  and  surrounded  with  poached  mud, 
for  a herd  of  cattle  drink  from  and  stand  in  it.  An 
elm  overhangs  it,  and  on  the  lower  branches,  which 
are  dead,  the  swallows  perch  and  sing  just  over  the 
muddy  water.  A sow  lies  in  the  mire.  But  the 
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sweet  swallows  sing  on  softly;  they  do  not  see 
the  wallowing  animal,  the  mud,  the  brown  water ; 
they  see  only  the  sunshine,  the  golden  buttercups, 
and  the  blue  sky  of  summer.  This  is  the  true  way  to 
look  at  this  beautiful  earth. 
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MAGPIE  FIELDS. 

There  'were  ten  magpies  together  on  the  9th  of 
September,  1881,  in  a field  of  clover  beside  a road  hut 
twelve  miles  from  Charing  Cross.  Ton  magpies  would 
he  a large  number  to  see  at  once  anywhere  in  the 
south,  and  not  a little  remarkable  so  near  town.  The 
magpies  were  doubtless  young  birds  which  had  packed, 
and  were  bred  in  the  nests  in  the  numerous  elms  of 
the  hedgerows  about  there.  At  one  time  they  were 
scattered  over  the  field,  their  white  and  black  colours 
dotted  everywhere,  so  that  they  seemed  to  hold  entire 
possession  of  it. 

Then  a knot  of  them  gathered  together,  more  came 
up,  and  there  they  were  all  ten  fluttering  and  rest- 
lessly moving.  After  a while  they  passed  on  into  the 
next  field,  which  was  stubble,  and,  collected  in  a 
hunch,  were  even  more  conspicuous  there,  as  the 
stubble  did  not  conceal  them  so  much  as  the  clover. 
That  was  on  the  9th  of  September ; by  the  end 
of  the  month  weeds  had  grown  so  high  that  the 
stubble  itself  in  that  field  had  disappeared,  and  from 
a distance  it  looked  like  pasture.  In  the  stubble 
the  magpies  remained  till  I could  watch  them  no 
longer. 
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A short  time  afterwards,  on  the  17th  of  September, 
looking  over  the  gateway  of  an  adjacent  field  which 
had  been  wheat,  then  only  recently  carried,  a pheasant 
suddenly  appeared  rising  up  out  of  the  stubble  ; and 
then  a second,  and  a third  and  fourth.  So  tall  were 
the  weeds  that,  in  a crouching  posture,  at  the  first 
glance  they  were  not  visible ; then  as  they  fed, 
stretching  their  necks  out,  only  the  top  of  them  backs 
could  be  seen.  Presently  some  more  raised  their 
heads  in  another  part  of  the  field,  then  two  more  on 
the  left  side,  and  one  under  an  oak  by  the  hedge,  till 
seventeen  were  counted. 

These  seventeen  pheasants  were  evidently  all  young 
birds,  which  had  wandered  from  covers,  some  distance, 
too,  for  there  is  no  preserve  within  a mile  at  least. 
Seven  or  eight  came  near  each  other,  forming  a flock, 
but  just  out  of  gunshot  from  the  road.  They  were  all 
extremely  busy  feeding  in  the  stubble.  Next  day 
half  a dozen  or  so  still  remained,  but  the  rest  had 
scattered ; some  had  gone  across  to  an  acre  of  barley 
yet  standing  in  a corner  ; some  had  followed  the 
dropping  acorns  along  the  hedge  into  another  piece  of 
stubble  ; others  went  into  a breadth  of  turnips. 

Day  by  day  their  numbers  diminished  as  they  parted, 
till  only  three  or  four  could  be  seen.  Such  a sortie 
from  cover  is  the  standing  risk  of  the  game-preserver. 
Towards  the  end  of  September,  on  passing  a barley- 
field,  still  partly  uncut,  and  with  some  spread,  there 
was  a loud,  confused,  murmuring  sound  up  in  the 
trees,  like  that  caused  by  the  immense  flocks  of  star- 
lings which  collect  in  winter.  The  sound,  however, 
did  not  seem  quite  the  same,  and  upon  investigation  it 
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turned  out  to  be  an  incredible  number  of  sparrows, 
whose  voices  were  audible  across  the  field. 

They  presently  flew  out  from  the  hedge,  and 
alighted  on  one  of  the  rows  of  cut  barley,  making  it 
suddenly  brown  from  one  end  to  the  other.  There 
must  have  been  thousands ; they  continually  flew  up, 
swept  round  with  a whirring  of  wings,  and  settled, 
again  darkening  the  spot  they  chose.  Now,  as  the 
sparrow  eats  from  morning  to  night  without  ceasing, 
say  for  about  twelve  hours,  and  picks  up  a grain  of 
corn  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  it  would  be  a moderate 
calculation  to  allow  this  vast  flock  two  sacks  a week. 
Among  them  there  was  one  white  sparrow — his  white 
wings  showed  distinctly  among  the  brown  flock.  In 
the  most  remote  country  I never  observed  so  great  a 
number  of  these  birds  at  once ; the  loss  to  the  farmers 
must  be  considerable. 

There  were  a few  fine  days  at  the  end  of  the  month. 
One  afternoon  there  rose  up  a flock  of  rooks  out  of  a 
large  oak  tree  standing  separate  in  the  midst  of  an 
arable  field  which  was  then  at  last  being  ploughed. 
This  oak  is  a favourite  with  the  rooks  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  they  have  been  noticed  to  visit  it  more 
frequently  than  others.  Up  they  went,  perhaps  a 
hundred  of  them,  rooks  and  jackdaws  together  cawing 
and  soaring  round  and  round  till  they  reached  a great 
height.  At  that  level,  as  if  they  had  attained  their 
ball-room,  they  swept  round  and  round  on  out- 
stretched wings,  describing  circles  and  ovals  in  the 
air.  Caw-caw;  jack-juck-juck ! Thus  dancing  in 
slow  measure,  they  enjoyed  the  sunshine,  full  from 
their  feast  of  acorns. 
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Often  as  one  was  sailing  on  another  approached  and 
interfered  with  his  course  when  they  wheeled  about 
each  other.  Soon  one  dived.  Holding  his  wings  at 
full  stretch  and  rigid,  he  dived  headlong  rotating  as 
he  fell  till  his  beak  appeared  as  if  it  would  be  driven 
into  the  ground  by  the  violence  of  the  descent.  But 
within  twenty  feet  of  the  earth  he  recovered  himself 
and  rose  again.  Most  of  these  dives,  for  they  all 
seemed  to  dive  in  turn,  were  made  over  the  favourite 
oak,  and  they  did  not  rise  till  they  had  gone  down  to 
its  branches.  Many  appeared  about  to  throw  them- 
selves against  the  boughs. 

Whether  they  wheeled  round  in  circles,  or  whether 
they  dived,  or  simply  sailed  onward  in  the  air,  they 
did  it  in  pairs.  As  one  was  sweeping  round  another 
came  to  him.  As  one  sailed  straight  on  a second 
closely  followed.  After  one  had  dived  the  other  soon 
followed,  or  waited  till  he  had  come  up  and  rejoined 
him.  They  danced  and  played  in  couples  as  if  they 
were  paired  already.  Some  left  the  main  body  and 
steered  right  away  from  then  friends,  but  turned  and 
came  back,  and  in  about  half  an  hour  they  all  de- 
scended and  settled  in  the  oak  from  which  they  had 
risen.  A loud  cawing  and  jack-juck-jucking  accom- 
panied this  sally. 

The  same  day  it  could  be  noticed  how  the  shadows 
of  the  elms  cast  by  the  bright  sunshine  on  the  grass, 
which  is  singularly  fresh  and  green  this  autumn,  had 
a velvety  appearance.  The  dark  shadow  on  the  fresh 
green  looked  soft  as  velvet.  The  waters  of  the  brook 
had  become  darker  now;  they  flowed  smooth,  and 
at  the  brink  reflected  a yellow  spray  of  horse-chest- 


172 


NATURE  NEAT/  LONDON. 


nut.  The  sunshine  made  the  greenfinches  call,  the 
chaffinches  utter  their  notes,  and  a few  thrushes  sing; 
but  the  latter  were  soon  silenced  by  frosts  in  the  early 
morning,  which  turned  the  fern  to  so  deep  a reddish 
brown  as  to  approach  copper. 

At  the  beginning  of  October  a herd  of  cows  and  a 
small  flock  of  sheep  were  turned  into  the  clover  field 
to  eat  off  the  last  crop,  the  preceding  crops  having 
been  mown.  There  were  two  or  more  magpies  among 
the  sheep  every  day ; magpies,  starlings,  rooks,  crows, 
and  wagtails  follow  sheep  about.  The  clover  this 
year  seems  to  have  been  the  best  crop,  though  in  the 
district  alluded  to  it  has  not  been  without  an  enemy. 
Early  in  July,  after  the  first  crop  had  been  mown  a 
short  time,  there  came  up  a few  dull  yellowish  looking 
stalks  among  it.  These  increased  so  much  that  one 
field  became  yellowish  all  over,  the  stalks  overtopped 
the  clover,  and  overcame  its  green. 

It  was  the  lesser  broom  rape,  and  hardly  a clover 
plant  escaped  this  parasitic  growth.  By  carefully 
removing  the  earth  with  a pocket-knife  the  two  could 
be  dug  up  together.  From  the  roots  of  the  clover  a 
slender  filament  passes  underground  to  the  somewhat 
Bulbous  root  of  the  broom  rape,  so  that  although  they 
stand  apart  and  appear  separate  plants,  they  are 
'Connected  under  the  surface.  The  stalk  of  the  broom 
rape  is  clammy  to  touch,  and  is  an  unwholesome 
greenish  yellow,  a dull  undecided  colour ; if  cut,  it  is 
nearly  the  same  texture  throughout.  There  are 
numerous  dull  purplish  flowers  at  the  top,  but  it  has 
no  leaves.  It  is  not  a pleasant  looking  plant — a 
strange  and  unusual  growth. 
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One  particular  field  was  completely  covered  with  it 
and  scarcely  a clover  field  in  the  neighbourhood  was 
perfectly  free.  But  though  drawing  the  sap  from  the 
clover  plants  the  latter  grew  so  vigorously  that  little 
damage  was  apparent.  After  a while  the  broom  rape 
disappeared,  but  the  clover  shot  up  and  afforded  good 
forage.  So  late  as  the  beginning  of  October  a few 
poppies  flowered  in  it,  their  bright  scarlet  contrasting 
vividly  with  the  green  around,  and  the  foliage  above 
fast  turning  brown. 

The  flight  of  the  jay  much  resembles  that  of  the 
magpie,  the  same  jaunty,  uncertain  style,  so  that  at 
a distance  from  the  flight  alone  it  would  he  difficult  to 
distinguish  them,  though  in  fact  the  magpie’s  longer 
tail  and  white  and  black  colours  always  mark  him. 
One  morning  in  July,  standing  for  a moment  in  the 
shade  beside  a birch  copse  which  borders  the  same 
road,  a jay  flew  up  into  the  tree  immediately  overhead, 
so  near  that  the  peculiar  shape  of  the  head  and  hill 
and  all  the  plumage  was  visible.  He  looked  down 
twice,  and  then  flew.  Another  morning  there  was  a 
jay  on  the  ground,  searching  about,  not  five  yards 
from  the  road,  nor  twenty  from  a row  of  houses.  It 
was  at  the  corner  of  a copse  which  adjoins  them. 
If  not  so  constantly  shot  at  the  jay  would  be  anything 
but  wild. 

Notwithstanding  all  these  magpies  and  jays,  the 
partridges  are  numerous  this  year  in  the  fields  border- 
ing the  highway,  and  which  are  not  watched  by  keepers. 
Thinking  of  the  partridges  makes  me  notice  the  ant- 
hills. There  were  comparatively  few  this  season, 
but  on  the  4th  of  August,  which  was  a sunny  day,  I 
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saw  the  inhabitants  of  a hill  beside  the  road  bringing 
out  the  eggs  into  the  sunshine.  They  could  not  do  it 
fast  enough;  some  ran  out  with  eggs,  and  placed 
them  on  the  top  of  the  little  mound,  and  others  seized 
eggs  that  had  been  exposed  sufficiently  and  hurried 
with  them  into  the  interior. 

Woody  nightshade  grows  in  quantities  along  this 
road,  and,  apparently,  all  about  the  outskirts  of  the 
town.  There  is  not  a hedge  without  it,  and  it  creeps 
over  the  mounds  of  earth  at  the  sides  of  the  highways. 
Some  fumitory  appeared  this  summer  in  a field  of 
barley;  till  then  I had  not  observed  any  for  some 
time  in  that  district.  This  plant,  once  so  common, 
but  now  nearly  eradicated  by  culture,  has  a soft 
pleasant  green.  A cornflower,  too,  flowered  in  another 
field,  quite  a treasure  to  find  where  these  beautiful 
blue  flowers  are  so  scarce.  The  last  day  of  August 
there  was  a fierce  combat  on  the  footpath  between  a 
wasp  and  a brown  moth.  They  rolled  over  and 
struggled,  now  one,  now  the  other  uppermost,  and 
the  wasp  appeared  to  sting  the  moth  repeatedly. 
The  moth,  however,  got  away. 

There  are  so  many  jackdaws  about  the  suburbs 
that,  when  a flock  of  rooks  passes  over,  the  caw- 
cawing  is  quite  equalled  by  the  jack-jucking.  The 
daws  are  easily  known  by  their  lesser  size  and  by 
their  flight,  for  they  use  their  wings  three  times  to 
the  rook’s  once.  Numbers  of  daws  build  in  the  knot- 
holes and  hollows  of  the  horse-chestnut  trees  in  Bushey 
Park,  and  in  the  elms  of  the  grounds  of  Hampton 
Court. 

To  the  left  of  the  Diana  Fountain  there  are  a 
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number  of  hawthorn  trees,  which  stand  apart,  and 
are  aged  like  those  often  found  on  village  greens  and 
commons.  Upon  some  of  these  hawthorns  mistletoe 
grows,  not  in  such  quantities  as  on  the  apples  in 
Gloucester  and  Hereford,  but  in  small  pieces. 

As  late  in  the  spring  as  May-day  I have  seen  some 
berries,  then  very  large,  on  the  mistletoe  here.  Earlier 
in  the  year,  when  the  adjoining  fountain  was  frozen 
and  crowded  with  skaters,  there  were  a number  of 
missel-thrushes  in  these  hawthorns,  but  they  appeared 
to  be  eating  the  haws.  At  all  events,  they  left  some 
of  the  mistletoe  berries,  which  were  on  the  plant 
months  later. 

Just  above  Molesey  Lock,  in  the  meadows  beside 
the  towing-path,  the  blue  meadow  geranium,  or 
crane’s-bill,  flowers  in  large  bunches  in  the  summer. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  flowers  of  the  field, 
and  after  having  lost  sight  of  it  for  some  time,  to  see 
it  again  seemed  to  bring  the  old  familiar  far-away 
fields  close  to  London.  Between  Hampton  Court 
and  Kingston  the  towing-path  of  the  Thames  is 
bordered  by  a broad  green  sward,  sufficiently  wide 
to  be  worth  mowing.  One  July  I found  a man  at 
work  here  in  advance  of  the  mowers,  pulling  up  yarrow 
plants  with  might  and  main. 

The  herb  grew  in  such  quantities  that  it  was 
necessary  to  remove  it  first,  or  the  hay  would  be  too 
coarse.  On  conversing  with  him,  he  said  that  a 
person  came  sometimes  and  took  away  a trap  load 
of  yarrow;  the  flowers  were  to  be  boiled  and  mixed 
with  cayenne  pepper,  as  a remedy  for  cold  in  the 
chest.  In  spring  the  dandelions  here  are  pulled  in 
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sackfulls,  to  be  eaten  as  salad.  These  things  have- 
fallen  so  much  into  disuse  in  the  country  that  country 
people  are  surprised  to  find  the  herbalists  flourishing 
round  the  great  city  of  progress. 

The  continued  dry  weather  in  the  early  summer  of 
the  present  year,  which  was  so  favourable  to  partridges 
and  game,  was  equally  favourable  to  the  increase  of 
several  other  kinds  of  birds,  and  among  these  the 
jays.  Their  screeching  is  often  heard  in  this  district, 
quite  as  often  as  it  is  in  country  woodlands.  One 
day  in  the  spring  I saw  six  all  screeching  and  yelling 
together  up  and  down  a hedge  near  the  road.  Now 
in  October  they  are  plentiful.  One  flew  across  over- 
head with  an  acorn  in  its  beak,  and  perched  in  an 
elm  beside  the  highway.  He  pecked  at  the  acorn 
on  the  bough,  then  glanced  down,  saw  me,  and  fled, 
dropping  the  acorn,  which  fell  tap-tap  from  branch 
to  branch  till  it  reached  the  mound. 

Another  jay  actually  flew  up  into  a fir  in  the 
green,  or  lawn,  before  a farm-house  window,  crossing 
the  road  to  do  so.  Four  together  were  screeching 
in  an  elm  close  to  the  road,  and  since  then  I have 
seen  others  with  acorns,  while  walking  there.  Indeed, 
this  autumn  it  is  not  possible  to  go  far  without 
hearing  their  discordant  and  unmistakable  cry. 
They  were  never  scarce  here,  but  are  unusually 
numerous  this  season,  and  in  the  scattered  trees  of 
hedgerows  their  ways  can  be  better  observed  than 
in  the  close  covert  of  copses  and  plantations,  where 
you  hear  them,  but  cannot  see  for  the  thick  fir 
boughs. 

It  is  curious  to  note  the  number  of  creatures  to 
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whom  the  oak  furnishes  food.  The  jays,  for  instance, 
are  now  visiting  them  for  acorns ; in  the  summer  they 
fluttered  round  the  then  green  branches  for  the 
chafers,  and  in  the  evenings  the  fern  owls  or  goat- 
suckers wheeled  about  the  verge  for  these  and  for 
moths.  Books  come  to  the  oaks  in  crowds  for  the 
acorns;  wood-pigeons  are  even  more  fond  of  them, 
and  from  their  crops  quite  a handful  may  sometimes 
be  taken  when  shot  in  the  trees. 

They  will  carry  off  at  once  as  many  acorns  as  old- 
fashioned  economical  farmers  used  to  walk  about 
with  in  their  pockets,  “chucking  ” them  one,  two,  or 
three  at  a time  to  the  pigs  in  the  stye  as  a bonne 
bouclie  and  an  encouragement  to  fatten  well.  Never 
was  there  such  a bird  to  eat  as  the  wood-pigeon. 
Pheasants  roam  out  from  the  preserves  after  the  same 
fruit,  and  no  arts  can  retain  them  at  acorn  time. 
Swine  are  let  run  out  about  the  hedgerows  to  help 
themselves.  Mice  pick  up  the  acorns  that  fall,  and 
hide  them  for  winter  use,  and  squirrels  select  the 
best. 

If  there  is  a decaying  bough,  or,  more  particularly, 
one  that  has  been  sawn  off,  it  slowly  decays  into 
a hollow,  and  will  remain  in  that  state  for  years,  the 
resort  of  endless  woodlice,  snapped  up  by  insect-eating 
birds.  Down  from  the  branches  in  spring  there 
descend  long,  slender  threads,  like  gossamer,  with 
a caterpillar  at  the  end  of  each — the  insect-eating 
birds  decimate  these.  So  that  in  various  ways  the 
oaks  give  more  food  to  the  birds  than  any  other  tree. 
Where  there  are  oaks  there  are  sure  to  be  plenty  of 
birds.  Beeches  come  next.  Is  it  possible  that  the 
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severe  frosts  we  sometimes  have  split  oak  trees  ? 
Some  may  be  found  split  up  the  trunk,  and  yet  not 
apparently  otherwise  injured,  as  they  probably  would 
be  if  it  had  been  done  by  lightning.  Trees  are  said 
to  burst  in  America  under  frost,  so  that  it  is  not 
impossible  in  this  country. 

There  is  a young  oak  beside  the  highway  which 
in  autumn  was  wreathed  as  artistically  as  could  have 
been  done  by  hand.  A black  bryony  plant  grew  up 
round  it,  rising  in  a spiral.  The  heart-shaped  leaves 
have  dropped  from  the  bine,  leaving  thick  bunches  of 
red  and  green  berries  clustering  about  the  greyish 
stem  of  the  oak. 

Every  one  must  have  noticed  that  some  trees  have 
a much  finer  autumn  tint  than  others.  This,  it  will 
eften  be  found,  is  an  annual  occurrence,  and  the  same- 
elm,  or  beech,  or  oak  that  has  delighted  the  eye  with 
its  hues  this  autumn,  will  do  the  same  next  year,  and 
excel  its  neighbours  in  colour.  Oaks  and  beeches, 
perhaps,  are  the  best  examples  of  this,  as  they  are 
also  the  trees  that  present  the  most  beautiful  appear- 
ance in  autumn. 

There  are  oaks  on  villa  lawns  near  London  whose 
glory  of  russet  foliage  in  October  or  November  is  not 
to  be  surpassed  in  the  parks  of  the  country.  There 
are  two  or  three  such  oaks  in  Long  Ditton.  All  oaks 
do  not  become  russet,  or  buff ; some  never  take  those 
tints.  An  oak,  for  instance,  not  far  from  those  just 
mentioned  never  quite  loses  its  green ; it  cannot  be 
said,  indeed,  to  remain  green,  but  there  is  a trace  of 
it  somewhere ; the  leaves  must,  I suppose,  be  partly 
buff  and  partly  green ; and  the  mixture  of  these 
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colours  in  bright  sunshine  produces  a tint  for  ■which. 
I know  no  accurate  term. 

In  the  tops  of  the  poplars,  where  most  exposed,  the 
leaves  stay  till  the  last,  those  growing  on  the  trunk 
below  disappearing  long  before  those  on  the  spire, 
which  bends  to  every  blast.  The  keys  of  the  horn- 
beam come  twirling  down : the  hornbeam  and  the 
birch  are  characteristic  trees  of  the  London  landscape 
— the  latter  reaches  a great  height  and  never  loses 
its  beauty,  for  when  devoid  of  leaves  the  feathery 
spray-like  branches  only  come  into  view  the  more. 

The  abundant  bird  life  is  again  demonstrated  as 
the  evening  approaches.  Along  the  hedgerows,  at 
the  corners  of  the  copses,  wherever  there  is  the 
least  cover,  so  soon  as  the  sun  sinks  the  black- 
birds announce  their  presence  by  their  calls.  Their 
“ ching,  cliinging,”  sounds  everywhere ; they  come 
out  on  the  projecting  branches  and  cry,  then  fiy  fifty 
yards  further  down  the  hedge,  and  cry  again.  During 
the  day  they  may  not  have  been  noticed,  scattered  as 
they  were  under  the  bushes,  but  the  dusky  shadows 
darkening  the  fields  send  them  to  roost,  and  before 
finally  retiring  they  “ ching-ching  ” to  each  other. 

Then,  almost  immediately  after  the  sun  has  gone 
down,  looking  to  the  south-west  the  sky  seen  above 
the  trees  (which  hide  the  yellow  sunset)  becomes  a 
delicate  violet.  Soon  a speck  of  light  gleams  faintly 
through  it — the  merest  speck.  The  first  appearance 
of  a star  is  very  beautiful ; the  actual  moment  of 
first  contact  as  it  were  of  the  ray  with  the  eye  is 
always  a surprise,  however  often  you  may  have 
enjoyed  it,  and  notwithstanding  that  you  are  aware  it 
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■will  happen.  Where  there  was  only  the  indefinite 
violet  before,  the  most  intense  gaze  into  which  could 
discover  nothing,  suddenly,  as  if  at  that  moment 
horn,  the  point  of  light  arrives. 

So  glorious  is  the  night  that  not  all  London,  with 
its  glare  and  smoke,  can  smother  the  sky ; in  the 
midst  of  the  gas,  and  the  roar  and  the  driving  crowd, 
look  up  from  the  pavement,  and  there,  straight  above, 
are  the  calm  stars.  I never  forget  them,  not  even  in 
the  restless  Strand ; they  face  one  coming  down  the 
hill  of  the  Haymarket ; in  Trafalgar  Square,  looking 
towards  the  high  dark  structure  of  the  House  at 
Westminster,  the  clear  bright  steel  silver  of  the  planet 
Jupiter  shines  unwearied,  without  sparkle  or  flicker. 

Apart  from  the  grand  atmospheric  changes  caused 
by  a storm  wave  from  the  Atlantic,  or  an  anti-cyclone, 
London  produces  its  own  sky.  Put  a shepherd  on  St. 
Paul’s,  allow  him  three  months  to  get  accustomed 
to  the  local  appearances  and  the  decej)tive  smoke 
clouds,  and  he  would  then  tell  what  the  weather  of 
the  day  was  going  to  be  far  more  efficiently  than  the 
very  best  instrument  ever  yet  invented.  He  would 
not  always  he  right ; hut  he  would  predict  the  local 
London  weather  with  far  more  accuracy  than  any  one 
reading  the  returns  from  the  barometers  at  Yalentia, 
Stornaway,  Brest,  or  Christiansand. 

The  reason  is  this — the  barometer  foretells  the  cloud 
in  the  sky,  hut  cannot  tell  where  it  will  hurst.  The 
practised  eye  can  judge  with  very  considerable 
accuracy  where  the  discharge  will  take  place.  Some 
idea  of  what  the  local  weather  of  London  will  be 
for  the  next  few  hours  may  often  be  obtained  by 
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observation  on  either  of  the  bridges— Westminster, 
Waterloo,  or  London  Bridge  : there  is  on  the  bridges 
something  like  a horizon,  the  best  to  be  got  in  the 
City  itself,  and  the  changes  announce  themselves 
very  clearly  there.  The  difference  in  the  definition 
is  really  wonderful. 

From  Waterloo  Bridge  the  golden  cross  on  St. 
Paul’s  and  the  dome  at  one  time  stand  out  as  if 
engraved  upon  the  sky,  clear  and  with  a white  aspect. 
At  the  same  time,  the  brick  of  the  old  buildings  at 
the  back  of  the  Strand  is  red  and  bright.  The 
structures  of  the  bridges  appear  light,  and  do  not 
press  upon  their  arches.  The  yellow  straw  stacked 
on  the  barges  is  bright,  the  copper-tinted  sails  bright, 
the  white  wall  of  the  Embankment  clear,  and  the 
lions’  heads  distinct.  Every  trace  of  colour,  in  short, 
is  visible. 

At  another  time  the  dome  is  murky,  the  cross 
tarnished,  the  outline  dim,  the  red  brick  dull,  the 
whiteness  gone.  In  summer  there  is  occasionally  a 
bluish  haze  about  the  distant  buildings.  These  are 
the  same  changes  presented  by  the  Downs  in  the 
country,  and  betoken  the  state  of  the  atmosphere  as 
clearly.  The  London  atmosphere  is,  I should  fancy, 
quite  as  well  adapted  to  the  artist’s  uses  as  the 
changeless  glare  of  the  Continent.  The  smoke  itself 
is  not  without  its  interest. 

Sometimes  upon  Westminster  Bridge  at  night  the 
scene  is  very  striking.  Vast  rugged  columns  of  vapour 
rise  up  behind  and  over  the  towers  of  the  House, 
hanging  with  threatening  aspect;  westward  the  sky 
is  nearly  clear,  with  some  relic  of  the  sunset  glow : 
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the  river  itself,  black  or  illuminated  with  the  electric 
light,  imparting  a silvery  blue  tint,  crossed  again 
with  the  red  lamps  of  the  steamers.  The  aurora  of 
dark  vapour,  streamers  extending  from  the  thicker 
masses,  slowly  moves  and  yet  does  not  go  away ; it 
is  just  such  a sky  as  a painter  might  give  to  some 
tremendous  historical  event,  a sky  big  with  presage, 
gloom,  tragedy.  How  bright  and  clear,  again,  are 
the  mornings  in  summer ! I once  watched  the  sun 
rise  on  London  Bridge,  and  never  forgot  it. 

In  frosty  weather,  again,  when  the  houses  take 
hard,  stern  tints,  when  the  sky  is  clear  over  great 
part  of  its  extent,  hut  with  heavy  thunderous  looking 
clouds  in  places — clouds  full  of  snow — the  sun  becomes 
of  a red  or  orange  hue,  and  reminds  one  of  the  lines 
of  Longfellow  when  Othere  reached  the  North  Cape — 

“ Bound  in  a fiery  ring 
Went  the  great  sun,  oh  King ! 

With  red  and  lurid  light.” 

The  redness  of  the  winter  sun  in  London  is,  indeed, 
characteristic. 

A sunset  in  winter  or  early  spring  floods  the  streets 
with  fiery  glow.  It  comes,  for  instance,  down  Piccadilly ; 
at  is  reflected  from  the  smooth  varnished  roofs  of  the 
endless  carriages  that  roll  to  and  fro  like  the  flicker 
of  a mighty  fire  ; it  streaks  the  side  of  the  street  with 
rosiness.  The  faces  of  those  who  are  passing  are  lit 
up  by  it,  alLunconscious  as  they  are.  The  sky  above 
London,  indeed,  is  as  full  of  interest  as  above  the 
hills.  Lunar  rainbows  occasionally  occur ; two  to  my 
knowledge  were  seen  in  the  direction  and  apparently 
over  the  metropolis  recently. 
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When  a few  minutes  on  the  rail  has  carried  you 
outside  the  hub  as  it  were  of  London,  among  the  quiet 
tree-skirted  villas,  the  night  reigns  as  completely  as  in 
the  solitudes  of  the  country.  Perhaps  even  more  so, 
for  the  solitude  is  somehow  more  apparent.  The  last 
theatre-goer  has  disappeared  inside  his  hall  door,  the 
last  dull  roll  of  the  brougham,  with  its  happy  laughing 
load,  has  died  away — there  is  not  so  much  as  a single 
footfall.  The  cropped  holly  hedges,  the  leafless 
birches,  the  limes  and  acacias  are  still  and  distinct  in 
the  moonlight.  A few  steps  further  out  on  the  high- 
way the  copse  or  plantation  sleeps  in  utter  silence. 

But  the  tall  elms  are  the  most  striking ; the  length 
of  the  branches  and  their  height  above  brings  them 
across  the  light,  so  that  they  stand  out  even  more 
shapely  than  when  in  leaf.  The  blue  sky  (not,  of 
course,  the  blue  of  day),  the  white  moonlight,  the 
bright  stars — larger  at  midnight  and  brilliant,  in 
despite  of  the  moon,  which  cannot  overpower  them  in 
winter  as  she  does  in  summer  evenings — all  are  as 
beautiful  as  on  the  distant  hills  of  old.  By  night,  at 
least,  even  here,  in  the  still  silence,  Heaven  has  her 
own  way. 

When  the  oak  leaves  first  begin  to  turn  buff,  and 
the  first  acorns  drop,  the  redwings  arrive,  and  their 
“kuk-kuk  ” sounds  in  the  hedges  and  the  shrubberies 
in  the  gardens  of  suburban  villas.  They  seem  to 
come  very  early  to  the  neighbourhood  of  London,  and 
before  the  time  of  their  appearance  in  other  districts. 
The  note  is  heard  before  they  are  seen ; the  foliage  of 
the  shrubberies,  still  thick,  though  changing  colour, 
•concealing  them.  Presently,  when  the  trees  are  bare, 
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with  the  exception  of  a few  oaks,  they  have  dis- 
appeared, passing  on  towards  the  west.  The  fieldfares, 
too,  as  I have  previously  observed,  do  not  stay.  But 
missel-thrushes  seem  more  numerous  near  town  than 
in  the  country. 

Every  mild  day  in  November  the  thrushes  sing ; 
there  are  meadows  where  one  may  be  certain  to  hear 
the  song  thrush.  In  the  dip  or  valley  at  Long  Ditton 
there  are  several  meadows  well  timbered  with  elm, 
which  are  the  favourite  resorts  of  thrushes,  and  their 
song  may  be  heard  just  there  in  the  depth  of  winter, 
when  it  would  be  possible  to  go  a long  distance  on  the 
higher  ground  without  hearing  one.  If  you  hear  the 
note  of  the  song  thrush  during  frost  it  is  sure  to  rain 
within  a few  hours  ; it  is  the  first  sign  of  the  weather 
breaking  up. 

Another  autumn  sign  is  the  packing  (in  a sense)  of 
the  moorhens.  During  the  summer  the  numerous 
brooks  and  ponds  about  town  are  apparently  partially 
deserted  by  these  birds ; at  least  they  are  not  to  be 
seen  by  casual  wayfarers.  But  directly  the  winter  gets 
colder  they  gather  together  in  the  old  familiar  places, 
and  five  or  six,  or  even  more,  come  out  at  once  to 
feed  in  the  meadows  or  on  the  lawns  by  the  water. 

Green  plovers,  or  peewits,  come  in  small  flocks  to 
the  fields  recently  ploughed;  sometimes  scarcely  a 
gunshot  from  the  walls  of  the  villas.  The  tiny  golden- 
crested  wrens  are  comparatively  numerous  near  town 
—the  heaths  with  their  bramble  thickets  doubtless  suit 
them ; so  soon  as  the  leaves  fall  they  may  often  be 
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A great  green  book,  whose  broad  pages  are  illumi- 
nated with  flowers,  lies  open  at  the  feet  of  Londoners, 
This  volume,  without  further  preface,  lies  ever  open 
at  Kew  Gardens,  and  is  most  easily  accessible  from 
every  part  of  the  metropolis.  A short  walk  from  Kew 
station  brings  the  visitor  to  Cumberland  Gate.  Rest- 
ing for  a moment  upon  the  first  seat  that  presents 
itself,  it  is  hard  to  realize  that  London  has  but  just 
been  quitted. 

Green  foliage  around,  green  grass  beneath,  a 
pleasant  sensation — not  silence,  but  absence  of  jarring 
sound — blue  sky  overhead,  streaks  and  patches  of 
sunshine  where  the  branches  admit  the  rays,  wide, 
cool  shadows,  and  clear,  sweet  atmosphere.  High  in 
a lime  tree,  hidden  from  view  by  the  leaves,  a chiff- 
chaff  sings  continually,  and  from  the  distance  comes 
the  softer  note  of  a thrush.  On  the  close-mown  grass 
a hedge-sparrow  is  searching  about  within  a few  yards, 
and  idle  insects  float  to  and  fro,  visible  against  the 
background  of  a dark  yew  tree — they  could  not  be 
seen  in  the  glare  of  the  sunshine.  The  peace  of  green 
things  reigns. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  go  further  in;  this  spot  at 
the  very  entrance  is  equally  calm  and  still,  for  there 
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is  no  margin  of  partial  disturbance — repose  begins  at 
the  edge.  Perhaps  it  is  best  to  be  at  once  content, 
and  to  move  no  further ; to  remain,  like  the  lime  tree, 
in  one  spot,  with  the  sunshine  and  the  sky,  to  close 
the  eyes  and  listen  to  the  thrush.  Something,  how- 
ever, urges  exploration. 

The  majority  of  visitors  naturally  follow  the  path, 
and  go  round  into  the  general  expanse;  but  I will 
turn  from  here  sharply  to  the  right,  and  crossing  the 
sward  there  is,  after  a few  steps  only,  another  enclosing 
wall.  Within  this  enclosure,  called  the  Herbaceous 
Ground,  heedlessly  passed  and  perhaps  never  heard 
of  by  the  thousands  who  go  to  see  the  Palm  Houses, 
lies  to  me  the  real  and  truest  interest  of  Kew.  Por 
here  is  a living  dictionary  of  English  wild  dowers. 

The  meadow  and  the  cornfield,  the  river,  the  moun- 
tain and  the  woodland,  the  seashore,  the  very  waste 
place  by  the  roadside,  each  has  sent  its  peculiar 
representatives,  and  glancing  for  the  moment,  at 
large,  over  the  beds,  noting  their  number  and  extent, 
remembering  that  the  specimens  are  not  in  the  mass 
but  individual,  the  first  conclusion  is  that  our  own 
country  is  the  true  Flowery  Land. 

But  the  immediate  value  of  this  wonderful  garden  is 
in  the  clue  it  gives  to  the  most  ignorant,  enabling  any 
one,  no  matter  how  unlearned,  to  identify  the  flower 
that  delighted  him  or  her,  it  may  be,  years  ago,  in 
far-away  field  or  copse.  Walking  up  and  down  the 
green  paths  between  the  beds,  you  are  sure  to  come 
upon  it  presently,  with  its  scientific  name  duly 
attached  and  its  natural  order  labelled  at  the  end  of 
the  patch. 


HERBS. 


187 


Had  I only  known  of  this  place  in  former  days  how 
gladly  I would  have  walked  the  hundred  miles  hither ! 
For  the  old  folk,  the  aged  men  and  countrywomen, 
have  for  the  most  part  forgotten,  if  they  ever  knew, 
the  plants  and  herbs  in  the  hedges  they  had  fre- 
quented from  childhood.  Some  few,  of  course,  they 
can  tell  you;  but  the  majority  are  as  unknown  to 
them,  except  by  sight,  as  the  ferns  of  New  Zealand  or 
the  heaths  of  the  Cape. 

Since  books  came  about,  since  the  railways  and 
science  destroyed  superstition,  the  lore  of  herbs  has 
in  great  measure  decayed  and  been  lost.  The  names 
of  many  of  the  commonest  herbs  are  quite  forgotten 
— they  are  weeds,  and  nothing  more.  But  here  these 
things  are  preserved ; in  London,  the  centre  of  civili- 
zation and  science,  is  a garden  which  restores  the 
ancient  knowledge  of  the  monks  and  the  witches  of  the 
villages. 

Thus,  on  entering  to-day,  the  first  plant  which  I 
observed  is  hellebore — a not  very  common  wild  herb 
perhaps,  but  found  in  places,  and  a traditionary  use 
of  which  is  still  talked  of  in  the  country,  a use  which 
I must  forbear  to  mention.  What  would  the  sturdy 
mowers  whom  I once  watched  cutting  their  way 
steadily  through  the  tall  grass  in  June  say,  could 
they  see  here  the  black  knapweed  cultivated  as  a 
garden  treasure?  Its  hard  woody  head  with  purple 
florets  lifted  high  above  the  ground,  was  greatly 
disliked  by  them,  as,  too,  the  blue  scabious,  and 
indeed  most  other  flowers.  The  stalks  of  such  plants 
were  so  much  harder  to  mow  than  the  grass. 

Feathery  yarrow  sprays,  which  spring  up  by  the 
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wayside  and  wherever  the  foot  of  man  passes,  as 
at  the  gateway,  are  here.  White  and  lilac-tinted 
yarrow  flowers  grow  so  thickly  along  the  roads 
round  London  as  often  to  form  a border  between 
the  footpath  and  the  bushes  of  the  hedge.  Dandelions 
lift  their  yellow  heads,  classified  and  cultivated — 
the  same  dandelions  whose  brilliant  colour  is  admired 
and  imitated  by  artists,  and  whose  prepared  roots  are 
still  in  use  in  country  places  to  improve  the  flavour 
of  coffee. 

Groundsel,  despised  groundsel — the  weed  which 
cumbers  the  garden  patch,  and  is  hastily  destroyed, 
is  here  fully  recognized.  These  harebells — they  have 
flowered  a little  earlier  than  in  their  wild  state — how 
many  scenes  they  recall  to  memory ! We  found 
them  on  the  tops  of  the  glorious  Downs  when  the 
wheat  was  ripe  in  the  plains  and  the  earth  beneath 
seemed  all  golden.  Some,  too,  concealed  themselves 
on  the  pastures  behind  those  bunches  of  tough  grass 
the  cattle  left  untouched.  And  even  in  cold  November, 
when  the  mist  lifted,  while  the  dewdrops  clustered 
thickly  on  the  grass,  one  or  two  hung  their  heads 
under  the  furze. 

Hawkweeds,  which  many  mistake  for  dandelions ; 
cowslips,  in  seed  now,  and  primroses,  with  foreign 
primulas  around  them  and  enclosed  by  small  hurdles, 
foxgloves,  some  with  white  and  some  with  red  flowers, 
all  these  have  their  story  and  are  intensely  English. 
Rough-leaved  comfrey  of  the  side  of  the  river  and 
brook,  one  species  of  which  is  so  much  talked  of 
as  better  forage  than  grass,  is  here,  its  bells  opening. 

Borage,  whose  leaves  float  in  the  claret-cup  ladled 
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out  to  thirsty  travellers  at  the  London  railway 
stations  in  the  hot  weather  ; knotted  figwort,  common 
in  ditches ; Aaron’s  Kod,  found  in  old  gardens ; 
lovely  veronicas ; mints  and  calamints  whose  leaves, 
if  touched,  scent  the  fingers,  and  which  grow  every- 
where by  cornfield  and  hedgerow. 

This  bunch  of  wild  thyme  once  again  calls  up  a 
vision  of  the  Downs ; it  is  not  so  thick  and  strong, 
and  it  lacks  that  cushion  of  herbage  which  so  often 
marks  the  site  of  its  growth  on  the  noble  slopes  of 
the  hills,  and  along  the  sward-grown  fosse  of  ancient 
earthworks,  but  it  is  wild  thyme,  and  that  is  enough. 
From  this  bed  of  varieties  of  thyme  there  rises  up 
a pleasant  odour  which  attracts  the  bees.  Bees  and 
humble-bees,  indeed,  buzz  everywhere,  but  they  are 
much  too  busily  occupied  to  notice  you  or  me. 

Is  there  any  difference  in  the  taste  of  London 
honey  and  in  that  of  the  country  ? From  the  im- 
mense quantity  of  garden  flowers  about  the  metropolis 
it  would  seem  possible  for  a distinct  flavour,  not 
perhaps  preferable,  to  be  imparted.  Lavender,  of 
which  old  housewives  were  so  fond,  and  which  is  still 
the  best  of  preservatives,  comes  next,  and  self-heal 
is  just  coming  out  in  flower;  the  reapers  have,  I 
believe,  forgotten  its  former  use  in  curing  the  gashes 
sometimes  inflicted  by  the  reaphook.  The  reaping 
machine  has  banished  such  memories  from  the 
stubble.  Nightshades  border  on  the  potato,  the 
flowers  of  both  almost  exactly  alike  ; poison  and  food 
growing  side  by  side  and  of  the  same  species. 

There  are  tales  still  told  in  the  villages  of  this 
deadly  and  enchanted  mandragora ; the  lads  some- 
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times  go  to  the  churchyards  to  search  for  it.  Plan- 
tains and  docks,  wild  spurge,  hops  climbing  up  a dead 
fir  tree,  a well-chosen  pole  for  them — nothing  is 
omitted.  Even  the  silver  weed,  the  dusty-looking 
foliage  which  is  thrust  aside  as  you  walk  on  the 
footpath  by  the  road  is  here  labelled  with  truth  as 
“ cosmopolitan  ” of  habit. 

Bird’s-foot  lotus,  another  Downside  plant,  lights  up 
the  stones  put  to  represent  rockwork  with  its  yellow. 
Saxifrage,  and  stone-crop  and  house-leek  are  here 
in  variety.  Buttercups  occupy  a whole  patch — a 
little  garden  to  themselves.  What  would  the  hay- 
makers say  to  such  a sight  ? Little,  too,  does  the 
mower  reck  of  the  number,  variety,  and  beauty  of 
the  grasses  in  a single  armful  of  swathe,  such  as  he 
gathers  up  to  cover  his  jar  of  ale  with  and  keep  it 
cool  by  the  hedge.  The  bennets,  the  flower  of  the 
grass,  on  their  tall  stalks,  go  down  in  numbers  as 
countless  as  the  sand  of  the  seashore  before  his 
scythe. 

But  here  the  bennets  are  watched  and  tended,  the 
weeds  removed  from  around  them,  and  all  the  grasses 
of  the  field  cultivated  as  affectionately  as  the  finest 
rose.  There  is  something  cool  and  pleasant  in  this 
green  after  the  colours  of  the  herbs  in  flower,  though 
each  grass  is  but  a bunch,  yet  it  has  with  it  something 
of  the  sweetness  of  the  meadows  by  the  brooks. 
Juncus,  the  rush,  is  here,  a sign  often  welcome  to 
cattle,  for  they  know  that  water  must  be  near ; the 
bunch  is  cut  down,  and  the  white  pith  shows,  but  it 
will  speedily  be  up  again ; horse-tails,  too,  so  thick  in 
marshy  places — one  small  species  is  abundant  in  the 
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ploughed  fields  of  Surrey,  and  must  be  a great  trouble 
to  the  farmers,  for  the  land  is  sometimes  quite  hidden 
by  it. 

In  the  adjoining  water  tank  are  the  principal  flowers 
and  plants  which  flourish  in  brook,  river,  and  pond. 
This  yellow  iris  flowers  in  many  streams  about  London, 
and  the  water  parsnip’s  pale  green  foliage  waves  at 
the  very  bottom,  for  it  will  grow  with  the  current 
right  over  it  as  well  as  at  the  side.  Water  plantain 
grows  in  every  pond  near  the  metropolis ; there  i& 
some  just  outside  these  gardens,  in  a wet  ha-ha. 

The  huge  water  docks  in  the  centre  here  flourish  at 
the  verge  of  the  adjacent  Thames  ; the  marsh  marigold, 
now  in  seed,  blooms  in  April  in  the  damp  furrows  of 
meadows  close  up  to  town.  But  in  this  flower-pot, 
sunk  so  as  to  be  in  the  water,  and  yet  so  that  the  rim 
may  prevent  it  from  spreading  and  coating  the  entire 
tank  with  green,  is  the  strangest  of  all,  actually 
duckweed.  The  still  ponds,  always  found  close  to 
cattle  yards,  are  in  summer  green  from  end  to  end  with 
this  weed.  I recommend  all  country  folk  who  come 
up  to  town  in  summer  time  to  run  down  here  just  to 
see  duckweed  cultivated  once  in  their  lives. 

In  front  of  an  ivy-grown  museum  there  is  a kind  of 
bowling-green,  sunk  somewhat  below  the  general 
surface,  where  in  similar  beds  may  be  found  the  most 
of  those  curious  old  herbs  which  for  seasoning  or  salad, 
or  some  use  or  superstition,  were  famous  in  ancient 
English  households.  Not  one  of  them  but  has  its 
associations.  “ There’s  rue  for  you,”  to  begin  with ; 
we  all  know  who  that  herb  is  for  ever  connected 
with. 
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There  is  marjoram  and  sage,  clary,  spearmint,  pep- 
permint, salsify,  elecampane,  tansy,  assafoetida,  corian- 
der, angelica,  caper  spurge,  lamb’s  lettuce,  and  sorrel. 
Mugwort,  southernwood,  and  wormwood  are  still  to  be 
found  in  old  gardens ; they  stand  here  side  by  side. 
Monkshood,  liorehound,  henbane,  vervain  (good  against 
the  spells  of  witches),  feverfew,  dog’s  mercury,  bistort, 
woad,  and  so  on,  all  seem  like  relics  of  the  days  of 
black-letter  books.  All  the  while  greenfinches  are 
singing  happily  in  the  trees  without  the  wall. 

This  is  but  the  briefest  resume;  for  many  long 
summer  afternoons  would  be  needed  even  to  glance 
at  all  the  wild  flowers  that  bloom  in  June.  Then  you 
must  come  once  at  least  a month,  from  March  to 
September,  as  the  flowers  succeed  each  other,  to  read 
the  place  aright.  It  is  an  index  to  every  meadow  and 
cornfield,  wood,  heath,  and  river  in  the  country,  and 
by  means  of  the  plants  of  the  same  species  to  the 
flowers  of  the  world.  Therefore,  the  Herbaceous 
Ground  seems  to  me  a place  that  should  on  no  account 
be  passed  by.  And  the  next  place  is  the  Wilderness — 
that  is,  the  Forest. 

On  the  way  thither  an  old-fashioned  yew  hedge  may 
be  seen  round  about  a vast  glasshouse.  Outside,  on 
the  sward,  there  are  fewer  wild  flowers  growing  wild 
than  might  perhaps  be  expected,  owing  in  some  degree, 
no  doubt,  to  the  frequent  mowing,  except  under  the 
trees,  where  again  the  constant  shadow  does  not  suit 
all.  By  the  ponds,  in  the  midst  of  trees,  and  near  the 
river,  there  is  a little  grass,  however,  left  to  itself,  in 
which  in  June  there  were  some  bird’s-foot  lotus, 
veronica,  liawkweeds,  ox-eye  daisy,  knapweed,  and 
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buttercups.  Standing  by  these  ponds,  I heard  a 
cuckoo  call,  and  saw  a rook  sail  over  them ; there  was 
no  other  sound  but  that  of  the  birds  and  the  merry 
laugh  of  children  rolling  down  the  slopes. 

The  midsummer  hum  was  audible  above;  the 
honeydew  glistened  on  the  leaves  of  the  limes.  There 
is  a sense  of  repose  in  the  mere  aspect  of  large  trees 
in  groups  and  masses  of  quiet  foliage.  Their  breadth 
of  form  steadies  the  roving  eye ; the  rounded  slopes, 
the  wide  sweeping  outline  of  these  hills  of  green 
boughs,  induce  an  inclination,  like  them,  to  rest.  To 
recline  upon  the  grass  and  with  half-closed  eyes  gaze 
upon  them  is  enough. 

The  delicious  silence  is  not  the  silence  of  night,  of 
lifelessness ; it  is  the  lack  of  jarring,  mechanical 
noise ; it  is  not  silence  but  the  sound  of  leaf  and  grass 
gently  stroked  by  the  soft  and  tender  touch  of  the 
summer  air.  It  is  the  sound  of  happy  finches,  of 
the  slow  buzz  of  humble-bees,  of  the  occasional  splash 
of  a fish,  or  the  call  of  a moorhen.  Invisible  in  the 
brilliant  beams  above,  vast  legions  of  insects  crowd 
the  sky,  but  the  product  of  their  restless  motion  is  a 
slumberous  hum. 

These  sounds  are  the  real  silence;  just  as  a tiny 
ripple  of  the  water  and  the  swinging  of  the  shadows 
as  the  boughs  stoop  are  the  real  stillness.  If  they 
were  absent,  if  it  was  the  soundlessness  and  stillness 
of  stone,  the  mind  would  crave  for  something.  But 
these  fill  and  content  it.  Thus  reclining,  the  storm 
and  stress  of  life  dissolve — there  is  no  thought,  no 
care,  no  desire.  Somewhat  of  the  Nirvana  of  the 
earth  beneath — the  earth  which  for  ever  produces  and 
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receives  back  again  and  yet  is  for  ever  at  rest — enters 
into  and  soothes  the  heart. 

The  time  slips  by,  a rook  emerges  from  yonder  mass 
of  foliage,  and  idly  floats  across,  and  is  hidden  in 
another  tree.  A whitethroat  rises  from  a bush  and 
nervously  discourses,  gesticulating  with  wings  and 
tail,  for  a few  moments.  But  this  is  not  possible  for 
long;  the  immense  magnetism  of  London,  as  I have 
said  before,  is  too  near.  There  comes  the  quick  short 
beat  of  a steam  launch  shooting  down  the  river  hard 
by,  and  the  dream  is  over.  I rise  and  go  on  again. 

Already  one  of  the  willows  planted  about  the  pond 
is  showing  the  yellow  leaf,  before  midsummer.  It 
reminds  me  of  the  inevitable  autumn.  In  October 
these  ponds,  now  apparently  deserted,  will  be  full  of 
moorhens.  I have  seen  and  heard  but  one  to  day, 
but  as  the  autumn  comes  on  they  will  be  here  again, 
feeding  about  the  island,  or  searching  on  the  sward  by 
the  shore.  Then,  too,  among  the  beeches  that  lead 
from  hence  towards  the  fanciful  pagoda  the  squirrels 
will  be  busy.  There  are  numbers  of  them,  and  their 
motions  may  be  watched  with  ease.  I turn  down  by 
the  river ; in  the  ditch  at  the  foot  of  the  ha-ha  wall  is 
plenty  of  duckweed,  the  Lemna  of  the  tank. 

A little  distance  away,  and  almost  on  the  shore,  as  it 
seems,  of  the  Thames,  is  a really  noble  horse-chestnut, 
whose  boughs,  untouched  by  cattle,  come  sweeping 
-down  to  the  ground,  and  then,  continuing,  seem  to  lie 
on  and  extend  themselves  along  it,  yards  beyond  their 
contact.  Underneath,  it  reminds  one  of  sketches  of 
■encampments  in  Hindostan  beneath  banyan  trees, 
where  white  tent  cloths  are  stretched  from  branch  to 
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branch.  Tent  cloths  might  he  stretched  here  in 
similar  manner,  and  would  enclose  a goodly  space. 
Or  in  the  houghs  above,  a savage’s  tree  hut  might  be 
built,  and  yet  scarcely  he  seen. 

My  roaming  and  uncertain  steps  nest  bring  me 
under  a plane,  and  I am  forced  to  admire  it ; I do  not 
like  planes,  but  this  is  so  straight  of  trunk,  so  vast  of 
size,  and  so  immense  of  height  that  I cannot  choose 
but  look  up  into  it.  A jackdaw,  perched  on  an  upper 
bough,  makes  off  as  I glance  up.  But  the  trees  con- 
stantly afford  unexpected  pleasure  ; you  wander  among 
the  timber  of  the  world,  now  under  the  shadow  of  the 
trees  which  the  Bed  Indian  haunts,  now  by  those 
which  grow  on  Himalayan  slopes.  The  interest  lies 
in  the  fact  that  they  are  trees,  not  shrubs  or  mere 
saplings,  but  timber  trees  which  cast  a broad  shadow. 

So  great  is  their  variety  and  number  that  it  is  not 
always  easy  to  find  an  oak  or  an  elm ; there  are 
plenty,  but  they  are  often  lost  in  the  foreign  forest. 
Yet  every  English  shrub  and  bush  is  here  ; the  haw- 
thorn, the  dogwood,  the  wayfaring  tree,  gorse  and 
broom,  and  here  is  a round  plot  of  heather.  Weary 
at  last,  I rest  again  near  the  Herbaceous  Ground,  as 
the  sun  declines  and  the  shadows  lengthen. 

As  evening  draws  on,  the  whistling  of  blackbirds 
and  the  song  of  thrushes  seem  to  come  from  every- 
where around.  The  trees  are  full  of  them.  Every 
few  moments  a blackbird  passes  over,  flying  at  some 
height,  from  the  villa  gardens  and  the  orchards 
without.  The  song  increases ; the  mellow  whistling 
is  without  intermission ; but  the  shadow  has  nearly 
reached  the  wall,  and  I must  go. 


193 


NATURE  NEAR  LONDON. 


TREES  ABOUT  TOWN, \ 

Just  outside  London  there  is  a circle  of  fine,  large 
houses,  each  standing  in  its  own  grounds,  highly 
rented,  and  furnished  with  every  convenience  money 
can  supply.  If  any  one  will  look  at  the  trees  and 
shrubs  growing  in  the  grounds  about  such  a house, 
chosen  at  random  for  an  example,  and  make  a list  of 
them,  he  may  then  go  round  the  entire  circumference 
of  Greater  London,  mile  after  mile,  many  days’ 
journey,  and  find  the  list  ceaselessly  repeated. 

There  are  acacias,  sumachs,  cedar  deodaras,  arau- 
carias, laurels,  planes,  beds  of  rhododendrons,  and  so 
on.  There  are  various  other  foreign  shrubs  and  trees 
whose  names  have  not  become  familiar,  and  then  the 
next  grounds  contain  exactly  the  same,  somewhat 
differently  arranged.  Had  they  all  been  planted  by 
Act  of  Parliament,  the  result  could  scarcely  have  been 
more  uniform. 

If,  again,  search  were  made  in  these  enclosures  for 
English  trees  and  English  shrubs,  it  would  he  found 
that  none  have  been  introduced.  The  English  trees, 
timber  trees,  that  are  there,  grew  before  the  house 
was  built ; for  the  rest,  the  products  of  English  woods 
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and  hedgerows  have  been  carefully  excluded.  The 
law  is,  “ Plant  planes,  laurels,  and  rhododendrons ; 
root  up  everything  natural  to  this  country.” 

To  those  who  have  any  affection  for  our  own  wood- 
lands this  is  a pitiful  spectacle,  produced,  too,  by  the 
expenditure  of  large  sums  of  money.  Will  no  one 
break  through  the  practice,  and  try  the  effect  of 
English  trees  ? There  is  no  lack  of  them,  and  they 
far  excel  anything  yet  imported  in  beauty  and 
grandeur. 

Though  such  suburban  grounds  mimic  the  isolation 
and  retirement  of  ancient  country  houses  surrounded 
with  parks,  the  distinctive  feature  of  the  ancient 
houses  is  omitted.  There  are  no  massed  bodies,  as 
it  were,  of  our  own  trees  to  give  a substance  to  the 
view.  Are  young  oaks  ever  seen  in  those  grounds  so 
often  described  as  park-like  ? Some  time  since  it  was 
customary  for  the  builder  to  carefully  cut  down  every 
piece  of  timber  on  the  property  before  putting  in  the 
foundations. 

Fortunately,  the  influence  of  a better  taste  now 
preserves  such  trees  as  chance  to  be  growing  on  the 
site  at  the  moment  it  is  purchased.  These  remain, 
but  no  others  are  planted.  A young  oak  is  not  to  be 
seen.  The  oaks  that  are  there  drop  their  acorns  in 
vain,  for  if  one  takes  root  it  is  at  once  cut  off ; it 
would  spoil  the  laurels.  It  is  the  same  with  elms ; 
the  old  elms  are  decaying,  and  no  successors  are 
provided. 

As  for  ash,  it  is  doubtful  if  a young  ash  is  anywhere 
to  be  found ; if  so,  it  is  an  accident.  The  ash  is  even 
rarer  than  the  rest.  In  their  places  are  put  more 
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laurels,  cedar  deodaras,  various  evergreens,  rhodo- 
dendrons, planes.  How  tame  and  insignificant  are 
these  compared  with  the  oak ! Thrice  a year  the  oaks 
become  beautiful  in  a different  way. 

In  spring  the  opening  buds  give  the  tree  a ruddy 
hue ; in  summer  the  great  head  of  green  is  not  to  be 
surpassed ; in  autumn,  with  the  falling  leaf  and 
acorn,  they  appear  buff  and  brown.  The  nobility  of 
the  oak  casts  the  pitiful  laurel  into  utter  insignificance. 
With  elms  it  is  the  same ; they  are  reddish  with 
flower  and  bud  very  early  in  the  year,  the  fresh  leaf 
is  a tender  green ; in  autumn  they  are  sometimes  one 
mass  of  yellow. 

Ashes  change  from  almost  black  to  a light  green, 
then  a deeper  green,  and  again  light  green  and 
yellow.  Where  is  the  foreign  evergreen  in  the  com- 
petition ? Put  side  by  side,  competition  is  out  of 
the  question : yon  have  only  to  get  an  artist  to 
paint  the  oak  in  its  three  phases  to  see  this.  There 
is  less  to  be  said  against  the  deodara  than  the  rest, 
as  it  is  a graceful  tree ; but  it  is  not  English  in  any 
sense. 

The  point,  however,  is  that  the  foreigners  oust  the 
English  altogether.  Let  the  cedar  and  the  laurel, 
and  the  whole  host  of  invading  evergreens,  be  put 
aside  by  themselves,  in  a separate  and  detached 
shrubbery,  maintained  for  the  purpose  of  exhibiting 
strange  growths.  Let  them  not  crowd  the  lovely 
English  trees  out  of  the  place.  Planes  are  much 
planted  now,  with  ill  effect;  the  blotches  where  the 
bark  peels,  the  leaves  which  lie  on  the  sward  like 
brown  leather,  the  branches  wide  apart  and  giving 
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no  shelter  to  birds — in  short,  the  whole  ensemble  of 
the  plane  is  unfit  for  our  country. 

It  was  selected  for  London  plantations,  as  the 
Thames  Embankment,  because  its  peeling  bark  was 
believed  to  protect  it  against  the  deposit  of  sooty 
particles,  and  because  it  grows  quickly.  For  use  in 
London  itself  it  may  be  preferable : for  semi-country 
seats,  as  the  modern  houses  surrounded  with  their 
own  grounds  assume  to  be,  it  is  unsightly.  It  has  no 
association.  No  one  has  seen  a plane  in  a hedgerow, 
or  a wood,  or  a copse.  There  are  no  fragments  of 
English  history  clinging  to  it  as  there  are  to  the  oak. 

If  trees  of  the  plane  class  be  desirable,  sycamores 
may  be  planted,  as  they  have  in  a measure  become 
acclimatised.  If  trees  that  grow  fast  are  required, 
there  are  limes  and  horse-chestnuts;  the  lime  will 
run  a race  with  any  tree.  The  lime,  too,  has  a pale 
yellow  blossom,  to  which  bees  resort  in  numbers, 
making  a pleasant  hum,  which  seems  the  natural 
accompaniment  of  summer  sunshine.  Its  leaves  are 
put  forth  early. 

Horse-chestnuts,  too,  grow  quickly  and  without  any 
attention,  the  bloom  is  familiar,  and  acknowledged  to 
be  fine,  and  in  autumn  the  large  sprays  of  leaves  take 
orange  and  even  scarlet  tints.  The  plane  is  not  to  be 
mentioned  beside  either  of  them.  Other  trees  as  well 
as  the  plane  would  have  flourished  on  the  Thames 
Embankment,  in  consequence  of  the  current  of  fresh 
air  caused  by  the  river.  Imagine  the  Embankment 
with  double  rows  of  oaks,  elms,  or  beeches ; or,  if 
not,  even  with  limes  or  horse-chestnuts ! To  these 
certainly  birds  would  have  resorted — possibly  rooks. 
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which  do  not  fear  cities.  On  such  a site  the  experi- 
ment would  have  been  worth  making. 

If  in  the  semi-country  seats  fast-growing  trees  are 
needed,  there  are,  as  I have  observed,  the  lime  and 
horse-chestnut;  and  if  more  variety  be  desired,  add 
the  Spanish  chestnut  and  the  walnut.  The  Spanish 
chestnut  is  a very  fine  tree ; the  walnut,  it  is  true, 
grows  slowly.  If  as  many  beeches  as  cedar  deodaras 
and  laurels  and  planes  were  planted  in  these  grounds, 
in  due  course  of  time  the  tap  of  the  woodpecker  would 
be  heard : a sound  truly  worth  ten  thousand  laurels. 
At  Kew,  far  closer  to  town  than  many  of  the  semi- 
country seats  are  now,  all  our  trees  flourish  in  per- 
fection. 

Hardy  birches,  too,  will  grow  in  thin  soil.  Just 
compare  the  delicate  drooping  boughs  of  birch — they 
could  not  have  been  more  delicate  if  sketched  with  a 
pencil — compare  these  with  the  gaunt  planes  ! 

Of  all  the  foreign  shrubs  that  have  been  brought  to 
these  shores,  there  is  not  one  that  presents  us  with  so 
beautiful  a spectacle  as  the  bloom  of  the  common  old 
English  hawthorn  in  May.  The  mass  of  blossom,  the 
pleasant  fragrance,  its  divided  and  elegant  leaf,  place 
it  far  above  any  of  the  importations.  Besides  which, 
the  traditions  and  associations  of  the  May  give  it  a 
human  interest. 

The  hawthorn  is  a part  of  natural  English  life — 
country  life.  It  stands  side  by  side  with  the  English- 
man, as  the  palm  tree  is  pictured  side  by  side  with 
the  Arab.  You  cannot  pick  up  an  old  play,  or  book 
of  the  time  when  old  English  life  was  in  the  prime, 
without  finding  some  reference  to  the  hawthorn. 


TREES  ABOUT  TOWN. 


201 


There  is  nothing  of  this  in  the  laurel,  or  any  shrub 
whatever  that  may  be  thrust  in  with  a ticket  to  tell 
you  its  name ; it  has  a ticket  because  it  has  no 
interest,  or  else  you  would  know  it. 

For  use  there  is  nothing  like  hawthorn;  it  will 
trim  into  a thick  hedge,  defending  the  enclosure  from 
trespassers,  and  warding  off  the  bitter  winds;  or  it 
will  grow  into  a tree.  Again,  the  old  hedge-crab — 
the  common,  despised  crab-apple — in  spring  is 
covered  with  blossom,  such  a mass  of  blossom  that 
it  may  be  distinguished  a mile.  Did  any  one  ever 
see  a plane  or  a laurel  look  like  that  ? 

How  pleasant,  too,  to  see  the  clear  white  flower  of 
the  blackthorn  come  out  in  the  midst  of  the  bitter 
easterly  breezes ! It  is  like  a white  handkerchief 
beckoning  to  the  sun  to  come.  There  will  not  be 
much  more  frost;  if  the  wind  is  bitter  to-day,  the 
sun  is  rapidly  gaining  power.  Probably,  if  a black- 
thorn bush  were  by  any  chance  discovered  in  the 
semi-parks  or  enclosures  alluded  to,  it  would  at  once 
be  rooted  out  as  an  accursed  thing.  The  very 
brambles  are  superior ; there  is  the  flower,  the  sweet 
berry,  and  afterwards  the  crimson  leaves — three 
things  in  succession. 

What  can  the  world  produce  equal  to  the  June 
rose?  The  common  briar,  the  commonest  of  all, 
offers  a flower  which,  whether  in  itself,  or  the  moment 
of  its  appearance  at  the  juncture  of  all  sweet  summer 
things,  or  its  history  and  associations,  is  not  to  be 
approached  by  anything  a millionaire  could  purchase. 
The  labourer  casually  gathers  it  as  he  goes  to  his 
work  in  the  field,  and  yet  none  of  the  rich  families 
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whose  names  are  synonymous  with  wealth  can  get 
anything  to  equal  it  if  they  ransack  the  earth. 

After  these,  fill  every  nook  and  corner  with  hazel, 
and  make  filbert  walks.  Up  and  down  such  walks 
men  strolled  with  rapiers  by  their  sides  while  our 
admirals  were  hammering  at  the  Spaniards  with 
culverin  and  demi-cannon,  and  looked  at  the  sun- 
dial and  adjourned  for  a game  at  bowls,  wishing  that 
they  only  had  a chance  to  bowl  shot  instead  of 
peaceful  wood.  Fill  in  the  corners  with  nut-trees, 
then,  and  make  filbert  walks.  All  these  are  like  old 
story  books,  and  the  old  stories  are  always  best. 

Still,  there  are  others  for  variety,  as  the  wild 
guelder  rose,  which  produces  heavy  bunches  of  red 
berries;  dogwood,  whose  leaves  when  frost-touched 
take  deep  colours ; barberry,  yielding  a pleasantly 
acid  fruit ; the  wayfaring  tree ; not  even  forgetting 
the  elder,  but  putting  it  at  the  outside,  because, 
though  flowering,  the  scent  is  heavy,  and  because 
the  elder  was  believed  of  old  time  to  possess  some  of 
the  virtue  now  attributed  to  the  blue  gum,  and  to 
neutralise  malaria  by  its  own  odour. 

For  colour  add  the  wild  broom  and  some  furze. 
Those  who  have  seen  broom  in  full  flower,  golden  to 
the  tip  of  every  slender  bough,  cannot  need  any 
persuasion,  surely,  to  introduce  it.  Furze  is  specked 
with  yellow  when  the  skies  are  dark  and  storms  sweep 
around,  besides  its  prime  display.  Let  wild  clematis 
climb  wherever  it  will.  Then  laurels  may  come  after 
these,  put  somewhere  by  themselves,  with  then*  thick 
changeless  leaves,  unpleasant  to  the  touch ; no  one 
ever  gathers  a spray. 
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Rhododendrons  it  is  unkind  to  attack,  for  in  them- 
selves they  afford  a rich  flower.  It  is  not  the  rhodo- 
dendron, but  the  abuse  of  it,  which  must  be  protested 
against.  Whether  the  soil  suits  or  not — and,  for  the 
most  part,  it  does  not  suit — rhododendrons  are  thrust 
in  everywhere.  Just  walk  in  amongst  them — behind 
the  show — and  look  at  the  spindly,  crooked  stems, 
straggling  how  they  may,  and  then  look  at  the  earth 
under  them,  where  not  a weed  even  will  grow.  The 
rhododendron  is  admirable  in  its  place,  but  it  is  often 
overdone  and  a failure,  and  has  no  right  to  exclude 
those  shrubs  that  are  fitter.  Most  of  the  foreign 
shrubs  about  these  semi-country  seats  look  exactly 
like  the  stiff  and  painted  little  wooden  trees  that  are 
sold  for  children’s  toys,  and,  like  the  toys,  are  the 
same  colour  all  the  year  round. 

Now,  if  you  enter  a copse  in  spring  the  eye  is 
delighted  with  cowslips  on  the  banks  where  the  sun- 
light comes,  with  blue-bells,  or  earlier  with  anemones 
and  violets,  while  later  the  ferns  rise.  But  enter  the 
semi-parks  of  the  semi-country  seat,  with  its  affected 
assumption  of  countryness,  and  there  is  not  one  of 
these.  The  fern  is  actually  purposely  eradicated — 
just  think  ! Purposely  ! Though  indeed  they  would 
not  grow,  one  would  think,  under  rhododendrons  and 
laurels,  cold-blooded  laurels.  They  will  grow  under 
hawthorn,  ash,  or  beside  the  bramble  bushes. 

If  there  chance  to  be  a little  pond  or  “ fountain,” 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  a reed,  or  a flag,  or  a rush. 
How  the  rushes  would  be  hastily  hauled  out  and 
hurled  away  with  execrations  ! 

Besides  the  greater  beauty  of  English  trees,  shrubs. 
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and  plants,  they  also  attract  the  birds,  without  which 
the  grandest  plantation  is  a vacancy,  and  another 
interest,  too,  arises  from  watching  the  progress  of 
their  growth  and  the  advance  of  the  season.  Our 
own  trees  and  shrubs  literally  keep  pace  with  the 
stars  which  shine  in  our  northern  skies.  An  astro- 
nomical floral  almanack  might  almost  be  constructed, 
showing  how,  as  the  constellations  marched  on  by 
night,  the  buds  and  leaves  and  flowers  appeared 
by  day. 

The  lower  that  brilliant  Sirius  sinks  in  the  western 
sky  after  ruling  the  winter  heavens,  and  the  higher 
that  red  Arcturus  rises,  so  the  buds  thicken,  open, 
and  bloom.  When  the  Pleiades  begin  to  rise  in  the 
early  evening,  the  leaves  are  turning  colour,  and  the 
seed  vessels  of  the  flowers  take  the  place  of  the  petals. 
The  coincidences  of  floral  and  bird  life,  and  of  these 
with  the  movements  of  the  heavens,  impart  a sense 
of  breadth  to  their  observation. 

It  is  not  only  the  violet  or  the  anemone,  there  are 
the  birds  coming  from  immense  distances  to  enjoy 
the  summer  with  us ; there  are  the  stars  appearing  in 
succession,  so  that  the  most  distant  of  objects  seems 
brought  into  connection  with  the  nearest,  and  the 
world  is  made  one.  The  sharp  distinction,  the  line 
artificially  drawn  between  things,  quite  disappears 
when  they  are  thus  associated. 

Birds,  as  just  remarked,  are  attracted  by  our  own 
trees  and  shrubs.  Oaks  are  favourites  with  rooks  and 
wood-pigeons ; blackbirds  whistle  in  them  in  spring ; 
if  there  is  a pheasant  about  in  autumn  he  is  sure  to 
qome  under  the  oak;  jays  visit  them.  Elms  are 
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resorted  to  by  most  of  the  larger  birds.  Ash  planta- 
tions attract  wood-pigeons  and  turtledoves.  Thrushes 
are  fond  of  the  ash,  and  sing  much  on  its  boughs. 
The  beech  is  the  woodpecker’s  tree  so  soon  as  it  grows 
old — birch  one  of  the  missel-thrush’s. 

In  blackthorn  the  long-tailed  tit  builds  the  domed 
nest  every  one  admires.  Under  the  cover  of  brambles 
white-throats  build.  Nightingales  love  hawthorn, 
and  so  does  every  bird.  Plant  hawthorn,  and  almost, 
every  bird  will  come  to  it,  from  the  wood-pigeon  down 
to  the  wren.  Do  not  clear  away  the  fallen  branches 
and  brown  leaves,  sweeping  the  plantation  as  if  it 
were  the  floor  of  a ball-room,  for  it  is  just  the  tangle 
and  the  wilderness  that  brings  the  birds,  and  they 
like  the  disarray. 

If  evergreens  are  wanted,  there  are  the  yew,  the 
box,  and  holly — all  three  well  sanctioned  by  old 
custom.  Thrushes  will  come  for  the  yew  berries, 
and  birds  are  fond  of  building  in  the  thick  cover  of 
high  box  hedges.  Notwithstanding  the  prickly  leaves, 
they  slip  in  and  out  of  the  holly  easily.  A few  bunches 
of  rushes  and  sedges,  with  some  weeds  and  aquatic 
grasses,  allowed  to  grow  about  a pond,  will  presently 
bring  moorhens.  Bare  stones— perhaps  concrete — 
will  bring  nothing. 

If  a bough  falls  into  the  water,  let  it  stay ; sparrows 
will  perch  on  it  to  drink.  If  a sandy  clrinking-place 
can  be  made  for  them  the  number  of  birds  that  will 
come  in  the  course  of  the  day  will  be  surprising. 

Kind-hearted  people,  when  winter  is  approaching, 
should  have  two  posts  sunk  in  their  grounds,  with 
planks  across  at  the  top ; a raised  platform  with  the 
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edges  projecting  beyond  the  posts,  so  that  cats  cannot 
climb  up,  and  of  course  higher  than  a cat  can  spring. 
. The  crumbs  cast  out  upon  this  platform  would  gather 
crowds  of  birds ; they  will  come  to  feel  at  home,  and 
in  spring  time  will  return  to  build  and  sing. 
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The  smooth  express  to  Brighton  has  scarcely,  as  it 
seems,  left  the  metropolis  when  the  banks  of  the 
railway  become  coloured  with  wild  flowers.  Seen  for 
a moment  in  swiftly  passing,  they  border  the  line 
like  a continuous  garden.  Driven  from  the  fields  by 
plough  and  hoe,  cast  out  from  the  pleasure-grounds 
of  modern  houses,  pulled  up  and  hurled  over  the  wall 
to  wither  as  accursed  things,  they  have  taken  refuge 
on  the  embankment  and  the  cutting. 

There  they  can  flourish  and  ripen  their  seeds,  little 
harassed  even  by  the  scythe  and  never  by  grazing 
cattle.  So  it  happens  that,  extremes  meeting,  the 
wild  flower,  with  its  old-world  associations,  often  grows 
most  freely  within  a few  feet  of  the  wheels  of  the 
locomotive.  Purple  heathbells  gleam  from  shrub-like 
bunches  dotted  along  the  slope;  purple  knapweeds 
lower  down  in  the  grass ; blue  scabious,  yellow  hawk- 
weeds  where  the  soil  is  thinner,  and  harebells  on  the 
very  summit ; these  are  but  a few  upon  which  the  eye 
lights  while  gliding  by. 

Glossy  thistledown,  heedless  whither  it  goes,  comes 
in  at  the  open  window.  Between  thickets  of  broom 
there  is  a glimpse  down  into  a meadow  shadowed  by 
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tlie  trees  of  a •wood.  It  is  bordered  with  the  cool 
green  of  brake  fern,  from  which  a rabbit  has  come 
forth  to  feed,  and  a pheasant  strolls  along  with  a mind, 
perhaps,  to  the  barley  yonder.  Or  a fox-glove  lifts 
its  purple  spire;  or  woodbine  crowns  the  bushes. 
The  sickle  has  gone  over,  and  the  poppies  which  grew 
so  thick  a while  ago  in  the  corn  no  longer  glow  like 
a scarlet  cloak  thrown  on  the  ground.  But  red  spots 
in  waste  places  and  by  the  ways  are  where  they  have 
escaped  the  steel. 

A wood-pigeon  keeps  pace  with  the  train — his 
vigorous  pinions  can  race  against  an  engine,  but 
cannot  elude  the  hawk.  He  stops  presently  among 
the  trees.  How  pleasant  it  is  from  the  height  of  the 
embankment  to  look  down  upon  the  tops  of  the  oaks  ! 
The  stubbles  stretch  away,  crossed  with  bands  of 
green  roots  where  the  partridges  are  hiding.  Among 
flags  and  weeds  the  moorhens  feed  fearlessly  as  we 
roll  over  the  stream  : then  comes  a cutting,  and  more 
heath  and  hawkweed,  harebell,  and  bramble  bushes 
red  with  unripe  berries. 

Flowers  grow  high  up  the  sides  of  the  quarries ; 
flowers  cling  to  the  dry,  crumbling  chalk  of  the  cliff- 
like cutting ; flowers  bloom  on  the  verge  above,  against 
the  line  of  the  sky,  and  over  the  dark  arch  of  the 
tunnel.  This,  it  is  true,  is  summer ; but  it  is  the 
same  in  spring.  Before  a dandelion  has  shown  in 
the  meadow,  the  banks  of  the  railway  are  yellow 
with  coltsfoot.  After  a time  the  gorse  flowers  every- 
where along  them ; but  the  golden  broom  overtops  all, 
perfect  thickets  of  broom  glowing  in  the  sunlight. 

Presently  the  copses  are  azure  with  bluebells,  among 
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•which  the  brake  is  thrusting  itself  up  ; others,  again, 
are  red  with  ragged  robins,  and  the  fields  adjacent  fill 
the  eye  with  the  gaudy  glare  of  yellow  charlock.  The 
note  of  the  cuckoo  sounds  above  the  rushing  of  the 
train,  and  the  larks  may  be  seen,  if  not  heard,  rising 
high  over  the  wheat.  Some  birds,  indeed,  find  the 
bushes  by  the  railway  the  quietest  place  in  which  to 
build  their  nests. 

Butcher-birds  or  shrikes  are  frequently  found  on 
the  telegraph  wires  ; from  that  elevation  they  pounce 
down  on  their  prey,  and  return  again  to  the  wire. 
There  were  two  pairs  of  shrikes  using  the  telegraph 
wires  for  this  purpose  one  spring  only  a short  distance 
beyond  noisy  Clapham  Junction.  Another  pair  came 
back  several  seasons  to  a particular  part  of  the  wires, 
near  a bridge,  and  I have  seen  a hawk  perched  on  the 
wire  equally  near  London. 

The  haze  hangs  over  the  wide,  dark  plain,  which, 
soon  after  passing  Bedhill,  stretches  away  on  the  right. 
It  seems  to  us  in  the  train  to  extend  from  the  foot  of 
a great  bluff  there  to  the  first  rampart  of  the  still  dis- 
tant South  Downs.  In  the  evening  that  haze  will  be 
changed  to  a flood  of  purple  light  veiling  the  horizon. 
Fitful  glances  at  the  newspaper  or  the  novel  pass  the 
time ; but  now  I can  read  no  longer,  for  I know,  with- 
out any  marks  or  tangible  evidence,  that  the  hills  are 
drawing  near.  There  is  always  hope  in  the  hills. 

The  dust  of  London  fills  the  eyes  and  blurs  the 
vision ; but  it  penetrates  deeper  than  that.  There  is 
a dust  that  chokes  the  spirit,  and  it  is  this  that  makes 
the  streets  so  long,  the  stones  so  stony,  the  desk  so 
wooden ; the  very  rustiness  of  the  iron  railings  about 
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the  offices  sets  the  teeth  on  edge,  the  sooty  blackened 
"walls  (yet  without  shadow)  thrust  back  the  sympathies 
which  are  ever  trying  to  cling  to  the  inanimate  things 
around  us.  A breeze  comes  in  at  the  carriage  window 
— a wild  puff,  disturbing  the  heated  stillness  of  the 
summer  day.  It  is  easy  to  tell  where  that  came  from 
— silently  the  Downs  have  stolen  into  sight. 

So  easy  is  the  outline  of  the  ridge,  so  broad  and 
flowing  are  the  slopes,  that  those  who  have  not 
mounted  them  cannot  grasp  the  idea  of  their  real 
height  and  steepness.  The  copse  upon  the  summit 
yonder  looks  but  a short  stroll  distant ; how  much  you 
would  be  deceived  did  you  attempt  to  walk  thither  1 
The  ascent  here  in  front  seems  nothing,  but  you  must 
rest  before  you  have  reached  a third  of  the  way  up. 
Ditchling  Beacon  there,  on  the  left,  is  the  very  highest 
above  the  sea  of  the  whole  mighty  range,  but  so  great 
is  the  mass  of  the  hill  that  the  glance  does  not 
realize  it. 

Hope  dwells  there,  somewhere,  mayhap,  in  the 
breeze,  in  the  sward,  or  the  pale  cups  of  the  harebells. 
Now,  having  gazed  at  these,  we  can  lean  back  on  the 
cushions  and  wait  patiently  for  the  sea.  There  is 
nothing  else,  except  the  noble  sycamores  on  the  left 
hand  just  before  the  train  draws  into  the  station. 

The  clean  dry  brick  pavements  are  scarcely  less 
crowded  than  those  of  London,  but  as  you  drive 
through  the  town,  now  and  then  there  is  a glimpse 
of  a greenish  mist  afar  off  between  the  houses.  The 
green  mist  thickens  in  one  spot  almost  at  the  horizon;, 
or  is  it  the  dark  nebulous  sails  of  a vessel '?  Then  the 
foam  suddenly  appears  close  at  hand — a white  streak 
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seems  to  run  from  bouse  to  house,  reflecting  the  sun- 
light ; and  this  is  Brighton. 

“ How  different  the  sea  looks  aw£ly  from  the  pier  ! ” 
It  is  a new  pleasure  to  those  who  have  been  full  of 
gaiety  to  see,  for  once,  the  sea  itself.  Westwards,  a 
mile  beyond  Hove,  beyond  the  coastguard  cottages, 
turn  aside  from  the  road,  and  go  up  on  the  rough 
path  along  the  ridge  of  shingle.  The  hills  are  away 
on  the  right,  the  sea  on  the  left ; the  yards  of  the 
ships  in  the  basin  slant  across  the  sky  in  front. 

With  a quick,  sudden  heave  the  summer  sea,  calm 
and  gleaming,  runs  a little  way  up  the  side  of  the 
groyne,  and  again  retires.  There  is  scarce  a gurgle 
or  a bubble,  but  the  solid  timbers  are  polished  and 
smooth  where  the  storms  have  worn  them  with  pebbles. 
From  a grassy  spot  ahead  a bird  rises,  marked  with 
white,  and  another  follows  it ; they  are  wheatears  ; 
they  frequent  the  land  by  the  low  beach  in  the 
autumn. 

A shrill  but  feeble  pipe  is  the  cry  of  the  sandpiper, 
disturbed  on  his  moist  feeding-ground.  Among  the 
stones  by  the  waste  places  there  are  pale-green 
wrinkled  leaves,  and  the  large  yellow  petals  of  the  sea- 
poppy.  The  bright  colour  is  pleasant,  but  it  is  a 
flower  best  left  ungathered,  for  its  odour  is  not  sweet. 
On  the  wiry  sward  the  light  pink  of  the  sea-daisies 
(or  thrift)  is  dotted  here  and  there  : of  these  gather 
as  you  will.  The  presence  even  of  such  simple  flowers, 
of  such  well-known  birds,  distinguishes  the  solitary 
from  the  trodden  beach.  The  pier  is  in  view,  but  the 
sea  is  different  here. 

Drive  eastwards  along  the  cliffs  to  the  rough  steps 
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cut  clown  to  the  beach,  descend  to  the  shingle,  and 
stroll  along  the  shore  to  Rottingdean.  The  buttresses 
of  chalk  shut  out  the  town  if  you  go  to  them,  and  rest 
near  the  large  pebbles  heaped  at  the  foot.  There  is 
nothing  hut  the  white  cliff,  the  green  sea,  the  sky,  and 
the  slow  ships  that  scarcely  stir. 

In  the  spring,  a starling  comes  to  his  nest  in  a cleft 
of  the  cliff  above ; he  shoots  over  from  the  dizzy  edge, 
spreads  his  wings,  borne  up  by  the  ascending  ah',  and 
in  an  instant  is  landed  in  his  cave.  On  the  sward 
above,  in  the  autumn,  the  yellow  lip  of  the  toad-flax, 
spotted  with  orange,  peers  from  the  grass  as  you  rest 
and  gaze — how  far  ? — out  upon  the  glorious  plain. 

Or  go  up  on  the  hill  by  the  race-course,  the  highest 
part  near  the  sea,  and  sit  down  there  on  the  turf.  If 
the  west  or  south  wind  blow  ever  so  slightly  the  low 
roar  of  the  surge  floats  up,  mingling  with  the  rustle 
of  the  corn  stacked  in  shocks  on  the  slope.  There 
inhale  unrestrained  the  breeze,  the  sunlight,  and  the 
subtle  essence  which  emanates  from  the  ocean.  For 
the  loneliest  of  places  are  on  the  borders  of  a gay 
crowd,  and  thus  in  Brighton — the  by-name  for  all 
that  is  crowded  and  London-like — it  is  possible  to 
dream  on  the  sward  and  on  the  shore. 

In  the  midst,  too,  of  this  most  modern  of  cities, 
with  its  swift,  luxurious  service  of  Pullman  cars,  its 
piers,  and  social  pleasures,  there  exists  a collection 
which  in  a few  strokes,  as  it  were,  sketches  the  ways 
and  habits  and  thoughts  of  old  rural  England.  It  is 
not  easy  to  realize  in  these  days  of  quick  transit  and 
still  quicker  communication  that  old  England  was 
mostly  rural. 
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There  were  towns,  of  course,  seventy  years  ago,  but 
even  the  towns  were  penetrated  with  what,  for  want 
of  a better  word,  may  be  called  country  sentiment. 
Just  the  reverse  is  now  the  case ; the  most  distant 
hamlet  which  the  wanderer  in  his  autumn  ramblings 
may  visit,  is  now  more  or  less  permeated  with  the 
feelings  and  sentiment  of  the  city.  No  written  history 
has  preserved  the  daily  life  of  the  men  who  jfioughed 
the  Weald  behind  the  hills  there,  or  tended  the  sheep 
on  the  Downs,  before  our  beautiful  land  was  crossed 
with  iron  roads ; while  news,  even  from  the  field  of 
Waterloo,  had  to  travel  slowly.  And,  after  all, 
written  history  is  but  words,  and  words  are  not 
tangible. 

But  in  this  collection  of  old  English  jugs,  and  mugs, 
and  bowls,  and  cups,  and  so  forth,  exhibited  in  the 
Museum,  there  is  the  real  presentment  of  old  rural 
England.  Feeble  pottery  has  ever  borne  the  impress 
of  man  more  vividly  than  marble.  From  these  they 
quenched  their  thirst,  over  these  they  laughed  and 
joked,  and  gossiped,  and  sang  old  hunting  songs  till 
the  rafters  rang,  and  the  dogs  under  the  table  got  up 
and  barked.  Cannot  you  see  them  ? The  stubbles 
are  ready  now  once  more  for  the  sportsmen. 

With  long-barrelled  flint-lock  guns  they  ranged 
over  that  wonderful  map  of  the  land  which  lies  spread 
out  at  your  feet  as  you  look  down  from  the  Dyke. 
There  are  already  yellowing  leaves ; they  will  be 
brown  after  a while,  and  the  covers  will  be  ready 
once  more  for  the  visit  of  the  hounds.  The  toast 
upon  this  mug  would  be  very  gladly  drunk  by  the 
agriculturist  of  to-day  in  his  silk  hat  and  black 
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coat.  It  is  just  what  he  has  been  wishing  these  many 
seasons. 

“ Hero’s  to  tliee,  mine  honest  friend, 

Wishing  these  hard  times  to  mend.” 

Hard  times,  then,  are  nothing  new. 

“ It  is  good  ale,”  is  the  inscription  on  another  jug ; 
that  jug  would  be  very  welcome  if  so  filled  in  many 
a field  this  very  day.  “Better  luck  still”  is  a jug 
motto  which  every  one  who  reads  it  will  secretly 
respond  to.  Cock-fighting  has  gone  by,  but  we  are 
even  more  than  ever  on  the  side  of  fair  play,  and  in 
that  sense  can  endorse  the  motto,  “May the  best  cock 
win.”  A cup  desires  that  fate  should  give 

“ Money  to  him  who  has  spirit  to  use  it, 

And  life  to  him  who  has  coinage  to  lose  it.” 

A mug  is  moderate  of  wishes  and  somewhat 
cynical : — 

“A  little  health,  a little  wealth, 

A little  house,  and  freedom ; 

And  at  the  end  a little  friend, 

And  little  cause  to  need  him.” 

The  toper,  if  he  drank  too  deep,  sometimes  found  a 
frog  or  newt  at  the  bottom  (in  china) — a hint  not  to  be 
too  greedy.  There  seem  to  have  been  sad  dogs  about 
in  those  days  from  the  picture  on  this  piece — one  sniff- 
ing regretfully  at  the  bunghole  of  an  empty  barrel: — 

“ This  cask  when  stored  with  gin  I loved  to  taste, 

But  now  a smell,  alas ! must  break  my  fast.” 

Upon  a cup  a somewhat  Chinese  arrangement  of 
words  is  found : — 
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These  parallel  columns  can  be  deciphered  by 
beginning  at  the  last  word,  “ the,”  on  the  right  hand, 
and  reading  up.  With  rude  and  sometimes  grim 
humour  our  forefathers  seem  to  have  been  delighted. 
The  teapots  of  our  great  grandmothers  are  even  more 
amusingly  inscribed  and  illustrated.  At  Gretna-green 
the  blacksmith  is  performing  a “ Eed  Hot  Marriage,” 
using  his  anvil  for  the  altar. 

“ Oh  ! Mr.  Blacksmith,  ease  our  pains, 

And  tie  us  fast  in  wedlock’s  chains." 

The  china  decorated  with  vessels  and  alluding  to 
naval  matters  shows  how  popular  was  the  navy,  and 
how  deeply  everything  concerning  Nelson’s  men  had 
sunk  into  the  minds  of  the  people.  Some  of  the  line 
of  battle  ships  here  represented  are  most  cleverly 
executed — every  sail  and  rope  and  gun  brought  out 
with  a clearness  which  the  best  draughtsman  could 
hardly  excel.  It  is  a little  hard,  however,  to  preserve 
the  time-honoured  imputation  upon  Jack’s  constancy 
in  this  way  on  a jug  : — 

“ A sailor’s  life’s  a pleasant  life, 

, He  freely  roams  from  shore  to  shore ; 

In  every  port  ho  finds  a wife — 

What  can  a sailor  wish  for  more  ? ” 

Some  enamoured  potter  having  produced  a master- 
piece as  a present  to  his  lady  destroyed  the  design,  so 
that  the  service  he  gave  her  might  be  unique.  After 
gazing  at  these  curious  old  pieces,  with  dates  of  1754, 
1728,  and  so  forth,  the  mind  becomes  attuned  to  such 
•times,  and  the  jug  with  the  inscription,  “ Claret, 
1652,”  seems  quite  an  easy  and  natural  transition. 
c From  the  Brighton  of  to-day  it  is  centuries  back  to 
1754;  but  from  1754  to  1652  is  but  a year  or  two. 
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And  after  studying  these  shelves,  and  getting,  as  it 
were,  so  deep  down  into  the  past,  it  is  with  a kind  of 
Eip  Van  Winkle  feeling  that  you  enter  again  into  the 
sunshine  of  the  day.  The  fair  upon  the  beach  does 
not  seem  quite  real  for  a few  minutes. 

Before  the  autumn  is  too  far  advanced  and  the 
skies  are  uncertain,  a few  hours  should  he  given  to 
that  massive  Down  which  fronts  the  traveller  from 
London,  Ditchling  Beacon,  the  highest  above  the 
sea-level.  It  is  easy  of  access,  the  train  carries  you 
to  Hassock’s  Gate — the  station  is  almost  in  a copse — • 
and  an  omnibus  runs  from  it  to  a comfortable  inn  in 
che  centre  of  Ditchling  village.  Thence  to  the  Down 
itself  the  road  is  straight,  and  the  walk  no  longer 
than  is  always  welcome  after  riding. 

After  leaving  the  cottages  and  gardens,  the  road 
soon  becomes  enclosed  with  hedges  and  trees,  a mere 
country  lane ; and  how  pleasant  are  the  trees  after  the 
hare  shore  and  barren  sea ! The  hand  of  autumn 
has  browned  the  oaks,  and  has  passed  over  the  hedge, 
reddening  the  haws.  The  north  wind  rustles  the 
dry  hollow  stalks  of  plants  upon  the  mound,  and  there 
is  a sense  of  hardihood  in  the  touch  of  its  breath. 

The  light  is  brown,  for  a vapour  conceals  the  sun 
• — it  is  not  like  a cloud,  for  it  has  no  end  or  outline, 
and  it  is  high  above  where  the  summer  blue  was 
lately.  Or  is  it  the  huff  leaves,  the  grey  stalks,  the 
dun  grasses,  the  ripe  fruit,  the  mist  which  hides  the 
distance  that  makes  the  day  so  brown  ? But  the  ditches 
below  are  yet  green  with  brooklime  and  rushes.  By 
a gateway  stands  a tall  campanula  or  bell-flower,  two 
feet  high  or  nearly,  with  great  bells  of  blue. 
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A passing  shepherd,  without  his  sheep,  but  walking 
with  his  crook  as  a staff,  stays  and  turns  a brown 
face  towards  me  when  I ask  him  the  way.  He  points 
with  his  iron  crook  at  a narrow  line  which  winds  up 
the  Down  by  some  chalk-pits ; it  is  a footpath  from 
the  corner  of  the  road.  Just  by  the  corner  the  hedge 
is  grey  with  silky  flocks  of  clematis  ; the  hawthorn  is 
hidden  by  it.  Near  by  there  is  a bush,  made  up  of 
branches  from  five  different  shrubs  and  plants. 

First  hazel,  from  which  the  yellow  leaves  are  fast 
dropping;  among  this  dogwood,  with  leaves  darken- 
ing; between  these  a bramble  bearing  berries,  some 
red  and  some  ripe,  and  yet  a pink  flower  or  two  left. 
Thrusting  itself  into  the  tangle,  long  woody  bines  of 
bittersweet  hang  their  clusters  of  red  berries,  and 
above  and  over  all  the  hoary  clematis  spreads  its 
beard,  whitening  to  meet  the  winter.  These  five  are 
all  intermixed  and  bound  up  together,  flourishing  in 
a mass ; nuts  and  edible  berries,  semi-poisonous  fruit, 
flowers,  creepers ; and  hazel,  with  markings  under 
its  outer  bark  like  a gun-barrel. 

This  is  the  last  of  the  plain.  Now  every  step 
exposes  the  climber  to  the  force  of  the  unchecked 
wind.  The  harebells  swing  before  it,  the  bennets 
whistle,  but  the  sward  springs  to  the  foot,  and  the 
heart  grows  lighter  as  the  height  increases.  The 
ancient  hill  is  alone  with  the  wind.  The  broad 
summit  is  left  to  scattered  furze  and  fern  cowering 
under  its  shelter.  A sunken  fosse  and  earthwork 
have  slipped  together.  So  lowly  are  they  now  after 
these  fourteen  hundred  years  that  in  places  the  long 
rough  grass  covers  and  conceals  them  altogether. 
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Down  in  the  hollow  the  breeze  does  not  come,  and 
the  bennets  do  not  whistle,  yet  gazing  upwards  at  the 
vapour  in  the  sky  I fancy  I can  hear  the  mass,  as 
it  were,  of  the  wind  going  over.  Standing  presently 
at  the  edge  of  the  steep  descent  looking  into  the 
Weald,  it  seems  as  if  the  mighty  blast  rising  from 
that  vast  plain  and  glancing  up  the  slope  like  an 
arrow  from  a tree  could  lift  me  up  and  hear  me 
as  it  hears  a hawk  with  outspread  wings. 

A mist  which  does  not  roll  along  or  move  is  drawn 
across  the  immense  stage  below  like  a curtain.  There 
is,  indeed,  a brown  wood  beneath ; but  nothing  more 
is  visible.  The  plain  is  the  vaster  for  its  vague 
uncertainty.  From  the  north  comes  down  the  wind, 
out  of  the  brown  autumn  light,  from  the  woods  below 
and  twenty  miles  of  stubble.  Its  stratum  and  current 
is  eight  hundred  feet  deep. 

Against  my  chest,  coming  up  from  the  plough  down 
there  (the  old  plough,  with  the  shaft  moving  on  a 
framework  with  wheels),  it  hurls  itself  against  the 
green  ramparts,  and  bounds  up  savagely  at  delay. 
The  ears  are  filled  with  a continuous  sense  of  some- 
thing rushing  past ; the  shoulders  go  back  square ; 
an  iron-like  feeling  enters  into  the  sinews.  The  air 
goes  through  my  coat  as  if  it  were  gauze,  and  strokes 
the  skin  like  a brush. 

The  tide  of  the  wind,  like  the  tide  of  the  sea,  swirls 
' about,  and  its  cold  push  at  the  first  causes  a lifting 
feeling  in  the  chest — a gulp  and  pant — as  if  it  were  too 
keen  and  strong  to  be  borne.  Then  the  blood  meets 
jt,  and  every  fibre  and  nerve  is  filled  with  new  vigour. 
I cannot  drink  enough  of  it.  This  is  the  north  wind. 
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High  as  is  the  hill,  there  are  larks  yonder  singing 
higher  still,  suspended  in  the  brown  light.  Turning 
away  at  last  and  tracing  the  fosse,  there  is  at  the 
point  where  it  is  deepest  and  where  there  is  some 
trifling  shelter,  a flat  hawthorn  hush.  It  has  grown 
as  flat  as  a hurdle,  as  if  trained  espalierwise  or 
against  a wall — the  effect,  no  doubt,  of  the  winds. 
Into  and  between  its  gnarled  branches,  dry  and  leaf- 
less, furze  houghs  have  been  woven  in  and  out,  so  as 
to  form  a shield  against  the  breeze.  On  the  lee  of 
this  natural  hurdle  there  are  black  charcoal  fragments 
and  ashes,  where  a fire  has  burnt  itself  out ; the  stick 
still  leans  over  on  which  was  hung  the  vessel  used 
at  this  wild  bivouac. 

Descending  again  by  the  footpath,  the  spur  of  the 
hill  yonder  looks  larger  and  steeper  and  more 
ponderous  in  the  mist;  it  seems  higher  than  this, 
a not  unusual  appearance  when  the  difference  in 
altitude  is  not  very  great.  The  level  we  are  on  seems 
to  us  beneath  the  level  in  the  distance,  as  the  future 
is  higher  than  the  present.  In  the  hedge  or  scattered 
hushes,  half-way  down  by  the  chalk-pit,  there  grows 
a spreading  shrub — the  wayfaring  tree — hearing  large, 
broad,  downy  leaves  and  clusters  of  berries,  some 
red  and  some  black,  flattened  at  their  sides.  There 
are  nuts,  too,  here,  and  large  sloes  or  wild  bullace. 
This  Ditchling  Beacon  is,  I think,  the  nearest  and 
the  most  accessible  of  the  southern  Alps  from  London; 
it  is  so  near  it  may  almost  be  said  to  be  in  the 
environs  of  the  capital.  But  it  is  alone  with  the  wind. 
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THE  SOUTHDOWN  SHEPHERD . 

The  shepherd  came  down  the  hill  carrying  his  great- 
coat slung  at  his  back  upon  his  crook,  and  balanced 
by  the  long  handle  projecting  in  front.  He  was  very 
ready  and  pleased  to  show  his  crook,  which,  however, 
was  not  so  symmetrical  in  shape  as  those  which  are 
represented  upon  canvas.  Nor  was  the  handle 
straight;  it  was  a rough  stick — the  first,  evidently, 
that  had  come  to  hand. 

As  there  were  no  hedges  or  copses  near  his  walks, 
he  had  to  be  content  with  this  bent  wand  till  he  could 
get  a better.  The  iron  crook  itself  he  said  was 
made  by  a blacksmith  in  a village  below.  A good 
crook  was  often  made  from  the  barrel  of  an  old  single- 
barrel  gun,  such  as  in  then1  decadence  are  turned  over 
to  the  birdkeepers. 

About  a foot  of  the  barrel  being  sawn  off  at  the 
muzzle  end,  there  was  a tube  at  once  to  fit  the  staff 
into,  while  the  crook  was  formed  by  hammering  the 
. tough  metal  into  a curve  upon  the  anvil.  So  the  gun  • 
— the  very  symbol  of  destruction — was  beaten  into  the 
pastoral  crook,  the  emblem  and  implement  of  peace; 
These  crooks  of  village  workmanship  are  now  subject 
to  competition  from  the  numbers  offered  for  sale  at 
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the  shops  at  the  market  towns,  where  scores  of  them 
are  hung  up  on  show,  all  exactly  alike,  made  to 
pattern,  as  if  stamped  out  by  machinery. 

Each  village-made  crook  had  an  individuality,  that 
of  the  blacksmith— somewhat  rude,  perhaps,  but 
distinctive — the  hand  shown  in  the  iron.  While  talk- 
ing, a wlieatear  flew  past,  and  alighted  near  the  path 
— a place  they  frequent.  The  opinion  seems  general 
that  wheatears  are  not  so  numerous  as  they  used  to 
be.  You  can  always  see  two  or  three  on  the  Downs 
in  autumn,  but  the  shepherd  said  years  ago  he  had 
heard  of  one  man  catching  seventy  dozen  in  a day. 

Perhaps  such  wholesale  catches  were  the  cause  of 
the  comparative  deficiency  at  the  present  day,  not 
only  by  actual  diminution  of  numbers,  but  in  partially 
diverting  the  stream  of  migration.  Tradition  is  very 
strong  in  birds  (and  all  animated  creatures) ; they 
return  annually  in  the  face  of  terrible  destruction,  and 
the  individuals  do  not  seem  to  comprehend  the  danger. 
But  by  degrees  the  race  at  large  becomes  aware  of  and 
acknowledges  the  mistake,  and  slowly  the  original 
tracks  are  deserted.  This  is  the  case  with  wTater-fowl, 
and  even,  some  think,  with  sea-fish. 

There  was  not  so  much  game  on  the  part  of  the 
hills  he  frequented  as  he  had  known  when  he  was 
young,  and  with  the  decrease  of  the  game  the  foxes 
had  become  less  numerous.  There  wTas  less  cover  as 
the  furze  was  ploughed  up.  It  paid,  of  course,  better 
to  plough  it  up,  and  as  much  as  an  additional  two 
hundred  acres  on  a single  farm  had  been  brought 
under  the  plough  in  his  time.  Partridges  had  much 
decreased,  but  there  were  still  plenty  of  hares:  he 
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liad  known  the  harriers  sometimes  kill  two  dozen 
a day. 

Plenty  of  rabbits  still  remained  in  places.  The 
foxes’  earths  were  in  their  burrows  or  sometimes 
under  a hollow  tree,  and  when  the  word  was  sent 
round  the  shepherds  stopped  them  for  the  hunt  very 
early  in  the  morning.  Foxes  used  to  be  almost  thick. 
He  had  seen  as  many  as  six  (doubtless  the  vixen  and 
cubs)  sunning  themselves  on  the  cliffs  at  Beachy 
Head,  lying  on  ledges  before  their  inaccessible  breed- 
ing places,  in  the  face  of  the  chalk. 

At  present  he  did  not  think  there  were  more  than 
two  there.  They  ascended  and  descended  the  cliff 
with  ease,  though  not,  of  course,  the  straight  wall  or 
precipice.  He  had  known  them  fall  over  and  be 
dashed  to  pieces,  as  when  fighting  on  the  edge,  or  in 
winter  by  the  snow  giving  way  under  them.  As  the 
snow  came  drifting  along  the  summit  of  the  Down  it 
gradually  formed  a projecting  eave  or  cornice,  project- 
ing the  length  of  the  arm,  and  frozen. 

Something  like  this  may  occasionally  be  seen  on 
houses  when  the  partially  melted  snow  has  frozen 
again  before  it  could  quite  slide  off.  Walking  on  this 
at  night,  when  the  whole  ground  was  white  with  snow, 
and  no  part  could  be  distinguished,  the  weight  of  the 
fox  as  he  passed  a weak  place  caused  it  to  give  way, 
and  he  could  not  save  himself.  Last  winter  he  had 
had  two  lambs,  each  a month  old,  killed  by  a fox 
which  ate  the  heads  and  left  the  bodies;  the  fox 
always  eating  the  head  first,  severing  it,  whether  of  a 
hare,  rabbit,  duck,  or  the  tender  lamb,  and  “ cover- 
ing”— digging  a hole  and  burying — that  which  he 
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civanot  finish.  To  the  buried  carcase  the  fox  returns 
the  next  night  before  he  kills  again. 

His  dog  was  a cross  with  a collie : the  old  sheep- 
dogs were  shaggier  and  darker.  Most  of  the  sheep- 
dogs now  used  were  crossed  with  the  collie,  either 
with  Scotch  or  French,  and  were  very  fast — too  fast  in 
some  respects.  He  was  careful  not  to  send  them 
much  after  the  flock,  especially  after  feeding,  when,  in 
his  own  words,  the  sheep  had  “best  walk  slow  then, 
like  folk,” — like  human  beings,  who  are  not  to  be 
hastened  after  a meal.  If  he  wished  his  dog  to  fetch 
the  flock,  he  pointed  his  arm  in  the  direction  he 
wished  the  dog  to  go,  and  said,  “Put  her  back.” 
Often  it  was  to  keep  the  sheep  out  of  turnips  or  wheat, 
there  being  no  fences.  But  he  made  it  a practice  to 
walk  himself  on  the  side  where  care  was  needed,  so  as 
not  to  employ  the  dog  unless  necessary. 

There  is  something  almost  Australian  in  the  wide 
expanse  of  South  Down  sheepwalks,  and  in  the 
number  of  the  flocks,  to  those  who  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  the  small  sheltered  meadows  of  the  vales, 
where  forty  or  fifty  sheep  are  about  the  extent  of  the 
stock  on  many  farms.  The  land,  too,  is  rented  at 
colonial  prices,  but  a few  shillings  per  acre,  so 
different  from  the  heavy  meadow  rents.  But,  then, 
the  sheep-farmer  has  to  occupy  a certain  proportion 
of  arable  land  as  well  as  pasture,  and  here  his  heavy 
losses  mainly  occur. 

There  is  nothing,  in  fact,  in  this  country  so  care- 
fully provided  against  as  the  possibility  of  an  English 
farmer  becoming  wealthy.  Much  downland  is  covered 
with  furze ; some  seems  to  produce  a grass  too  coarse. 
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so  that  the  rent  is  really  proportional.  A sheep  to  an 
acre  is  roughly  the  allowance. 

From  all  directions  along  the  roads  the  bleating 
flocks  concentrate  at  the  right  time  upon  the  hillside 
where  the  sheep-fair  is  held.  You  can  go  nowhere 
in  the  adjacent  town  except  uphill,  and  it  needs  no 
hand-post  to  the  fair  to  those  who  know  a farmer 
when  they  see  him,  the  stream  of  folk  tender  thither 
so  plainly.  It  rains,  as  the  shepherd  said  it  would ; 
the  houses  keep  off  the  drift  somewhat  in  the  town, 
hut  when  this  shelter  is  left  behind,  the  sward  of  the 
hilltop  seems  among  the  clouds. 

The  descending  vapours  close  in  the  view  on  every 
side.  The  actual  field  underfoot,  the  actual  site 
of  the  fair,  is  visible,  but  the  surrounding  valleys  and 
the  Downs  beyond  them  are  hidden  with  vast  masses 
of  grey  mist.  For  a moment,  perhaps,  a portion  may 
lift  as  the  breeze  drives  it  along,  and  the  bold,  sweep- 
ing curves  of  a distant  hill  appear,  but  immediately 
the  rain  falls  again  and  the  outline  vanishes.  The 
glance  can  only  penetrate  a few  hundred  yards ; all 
beyond  that  becomes  indistinct,  and  some  cattle 
standing  higher  up  the  hill  are  vague  and  shadowy. 

Like  a dew,  the  thin  rain  deposits  a layer  of  tiny 
globules  on  the  coat ; the  grass  is  white  with  them  ; 
hurdles,  flakes,  everything  is  as  it  were  the  eighth  of  an 
inch  deep  in  water.  Thus  on  the  hillside,  surrounded 
by  the  clouds,  the  fair  seems  isolated  and  afar  off. 
A great  cart-horse  is  being  trotted  out  before  the  little 
street  of  booths  to  make  him  show  his  paces ; they 
flourish  the  first  thing  at  hand — a pole  with  a red 
flag  at  the  end — and  the  huge  frightened  animal 
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plunges  hither  and  thither  in  clumsy  terror.  You 
must  look  out  for  yourself  and  keep  an  eye  over  your 
shoulder,  except  among  the  sheep -pens. 

There  are  thousands  of  sheep,  all  standing  with 
their  heads  uphill.  At  the  corner  of  each  pen  the 
shepherd  plants  his  crook  upright  : some  of  them 
have  long  brown  handles,  and  these  are  of  hazel  with 
the  bark  on ; others  are  ash,  and  one  of  willow.  At 
the  corners,  too,  just  outside,  the  dogs  are  chained, 
and,  in  addition,  there  is  a whole  row  of  dogs  fastened 
to  the  tent  pegs.  The  majority  of  the  dogs  thus 
collected  together  from  many  miles  of  the  Downs  are 
either  collies,  or  show  a very  decided  trace  of  the 
collie. 

One  old  shepherd,  an  ancient  of  the  ancients,  grey 
and  bent,  has  spent  so  many  years  among  his  sheep 
that  he  has  lost  all  notice  and  observation — there  is 
no  “ speculation  in  his  eye  ” for  anything  but  his 
sheep.  In  his  blue  smock  frock,  with  his  brown 
umbrella,  which  he  has  had  no  time  or  thought  to 
open,  he  stands  listening,  all  intent,  to  the  conver- 
sation of  the  gentlemen  who  are  examining  his  pens. 
ITe  leads  a young  restless  collie  by  a chain ; the  links 
are  polished  to  a silvery  brightness  by  continual 
motion ; the  collie  cannot  keep  still ; now  he  runs 
one  side,  now  the  other,  bumping  the  old  man,  who 
is  unconscious  of  everything  but  the  sheep. 

At  the  verge  of  the  pens  there  stand  four  oxen  with 
their  yokes,  and  the  long  slender  guiding  rod  of  hazel 
placed  lightly  across  the  necks  of  the  two  foremost. 
They  are  quite  motionless,  except  their  eyes,  and  the 
slender  rod,  so  lightly  laid  across,  will  remain  without 
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falling.  After  traversing  the  whole  field,  if  you  return 
you  will  find  them  exactly  in  the  same  position. 
Some  black  cattle  are  scattered  about  on  the  high 
ground  in  the  mist,  which  thickens  beyond  them,  and 
fills  up  the  immense  hollow  of  the  valley. 

In  the  street  of  booths  there  are  the  roundabouts, 
the  swings,  the  rifle  galleries— like  shooting  into  the 
mouth  of  a great  trumpet— the  shows,  the  cakes  and 
brown  nuts  and  gingerbread,  the  ale  barrels  in  a row, 
the  rude  forms  and  trestle  tables  ; just  the  same,  the 
very  same,  we  saw  at  our  first  fair  five  and  twenty 
years  ago,  and  a hundred  miles  away.  It  is  just  the 
same  this  year  as  last,  like  the  ploughs  and  hurdles, 
and  the  sheep  themselves.  There  is  nothing  new 
to  tempt  the  ploughboy’s  pennies — nothing  fresh  to 
stare  at. 

The  same  thing  year  after  year,  and  the  same 
sounds — the  dismal  barrel  organs,  and  brazen  instru- 
ments, and  pipes,  wailing,  droning,  booming.  How 
melancholy  the  inexpressible  noise  when  the  fair  is 
left  behind,  and  the  wet  vapours  are  settling  and 
thickening  around  it ! But  the  melancholy  is  not  in 
the  fair — the  ploughboy  likes  it;  it  is  in  ourselves, 
in  the  thought  that  thus,  though  the  years  go  by, 
so  much  of  human  life  remains  the  same — the  same 
blatant  discord,  the  same  monotonous  roundabout,  the 
same  poor  gingerbread. 

The  ploughs  are  at  work,  travelling  slowly  at  the 
ox’s  pace  up  and  down  the  hillside.  The  South  Down 
plough  could  scarcely  have  been  invented ; it  must 
have  been  put  together  bit  by  bit  in  the  slow  years — 
slower  than  the  ox;  it  is  the  completed  structure  of 
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long  experience.  It  is  made  of  many  pieces,  chiefly 
wood,  fitted  and  shaped  and  worked,  as  it  were, 
together,  well  seasoned  first,  hnilt  up,  like  a ship,  by 
cunning  of  hand. 

None  of  these  were  struck  out — a hundred  a minute 
— by  irresistible  machinery  ponderously  impressing 
its  will  on  iron  as  a seal  on  wax — a hundred  a minute, 
and  all  exactly  alike.  These  separate  pieces  which 
compose  the  plough  were  cut,  chosen,  and  shaped  in 
the  wheelwright’s  workshop,  chosen  by  the  eye,  guided 
in  its  turn  by  long  knowledge  of  wood,  and  shaped  by 
the  living  though  hardened  hand  of  man.  So  compli- 
cated a structure  could  no  more  have  been  struck  out 
on  paper  in  a deliberate  and  single  plan  than  those 
separate  pieces  could  have  been  produced  by  a single 
blow. 

There  are  no  machine  lines — no  lines  filed  out  in 
iron  or  cut  by  the  lathe  to  the  draughtsman’s  design, 
drawn  with  straight-edge  and  ruler  on  paper.  The 
thing  has  been  put  together  bit  by  bit : how  many 
thousand,  thousand  clods  must  have  been  turned  in 
the  furrows  before  the  idea  arose,  and  the  curve  to  be 
given  to  this  or  that  part  grew  upon  the  mind  as  the 
branch  grows  on  the  tree  ! There  is  not  a sharp  edge 
or  sharp  corner  in  it ; it  is  all  bevelled  and  smoothed 
and  fluted  as  if  it  had  been  patiently  carved  with  a 
knife,  so  that,  touch  it  where  you  will,  it  handles 
pleasantly. 

In  these  curved  lines  and  smoothness,  in  this  per- 
fect adaptability  of  means  to  end,  there  is  the  spirit  of 
art  showing  itself,  not  with  colour  or  crayon,  hut 
working  in  tangible  material  substance.  The  makers 
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of  this  plough — not  the  designer — the  various  makers, 
who  gradually  put  it  together,  had  many  things  to 
consider.  The  fields  where  it  had  to  work  were,  for 
the  most  part,  on  a slope,  often  thickly  strewn  with 
stones  which  jar  and  fracture  iron. 

The  soil  was  thin,  scarce  enough  on  the  upper  part 
to  turn  a furrow,  deepening  to  nine  inches  or  so  at 
the  bottom.  So  quickly  does  the  rain  sink  in,  and 
so  quickly  does  it  dry,  that  the  teams  work  in  almost 
every  weather,  while  those  in  the  vale  are  enforced  to 
idleness.  Drain  furrows  were  not  needed,  nor  was  it 
desirable  that  the  ground  should  be  thrown  up  in 
“lands,”  rising  in  the  centre.  Oxen  were  the  draught 
animals,  patient  enough,  but  certainly  not  nimble. 
The  share  had  to  be  set  for  various  depths  of  soil. 

All  these  are  met  by  the  wheel  plough,  and  in  addi- 
tion it  fulfils  the  indefinite  and  indefinable  condition 
of  handiness.  A machine  may  be  apparently  perfect, 
a boat  may  seem  on  paper,  and  examined  on  principles, 
the  precise  build,  and  yet  when  the  one  is  set  to  work 
and  the  other  floated  they  may  fail.  But  the  wheel 
plough,  having  grown  up,  as  it  were,  out  of  the  soil, 
fulfils  the  condition  of  handiness. 

This  handiness,  in  fact,  embraces  a number  of 
minor  conditions  which  can  scarcely  be  reduced  to 
writing,  but  which  constantly  occur  in  practice,  and 
by  which  the  component  parts  of  the  plough  were 
doubtless  unconsciously  suggested  to  the  makers. 
Each  has  its  proper  name.  The  framework  on  wheels 
in  front— the  distinctive  characteristic  of  the  plough 
—is  called  collectively  “tacks,”  and  the  shafts  of 
the  plough  rest  on  it  loosely,  bo  that  they  swing  or 
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work  almost  independently,  not  unlike  a field  gun 
limbered  up. 

The  pillars  of  the  framework  have  numerous  holes, 
so  that  the  plough  can  be  raised  or  lowered,  that  the 
share  may  dig  deep  or  shallow.  Then  there  is  the 
“ cock-pin,”  the  “road-bat”  (a  crooked  piece  of  wood), 
the  “ sherve-wright  ” (so  pronounced) — shelvewright  (?) 
— the  “rist,”  and  spindle,  besides,  of  course,  the 
usual  coulter  and  share.  When  the  oxen  arrive  at 
the  top  of  the  field,  and  the  first  furrow  is  completed, 
they  stop,  well  knowing  their  duty,  while  the  plough- 
man moves  the  iron  rist,  and  the  spindle  which  keeps 
it  in  position,  to  the  other  side,  and  moves  the  road-bat 
so  as  to  push  the  coulter  aside.  These  operations  are 
done  in  a minute,  and  correspond  in  some  degree  to 
turning  the  rudder  of  a ship.  The  object  is  that  the 
plough  which  has  been  turning  the  earth  one  way, 
shall  now  (as  it  is  reversed  to  go  downhill)  continue 
to  turn  it  that  way.  If  the  change  were  not  effected 
when  the  plough  was  swung  round,  the  furrow  would 
be  made  opposite.  Next  he  leans  heavily  on  the 
handles,  still  standing  on  the  same  spot;  this  lifts 
the  plough,  so  that  it  turns  easily  as  if  on  a pivot. 

Then  the  oxen  “jack  round” — that  is,  w^alk  round 
— so  as  to  face  downhill,  the  framework  in  front 
turning  like  the  fore-wheels  of  a carriage.  So  soon 
as  they  face  downhill  and  the  plough  is  turned,  they 
commence  work  and  make  the  second  furrow  side  by 
side  with  the  first.  The  same  operation  is  repeated 
at  the  bottom,  and  thus  the  plough  travels  straight  up 
and  down,  always  turning  the  furrow  the  same  way, 
instead  of,  as  in  the  valleys,  making  a short  circuit  at 
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each  end,  and  throwing  the  earth  in  opposite  direc- 
tions. The  result  is  a perfectly  level  field,  which, 
though  not  designed  for  it,  must  suit  the  reaping 
machine  better  than  the  drain  furrows  and  raised 
“lands  ” of  the  valley  system. 

It  is  somewhat  curious  that  the  steam  plough,  the 
most  remarkable  application  of  machinery  to  agricul- 
ture, in  this  respect  resembles  the  village-made  wheel 
plough.  The  plough  drawn  by  steam  power  in  like 
manner  turns  the  second  furrow  side  by  side  into  the 
first,  always  throwing  the  earth  the  same  way,  and 
leaving  the  ground  level.  This  is  one  of  its  defects 
on  heavy  wet  land,  as  it  does  not  drain  the  surface. 
But  upon  the  slopes  of  the  Downs  no  drains  or  raised 
“lands”  are  needed,  and  the  wheel  plough  answers 
perfectly. 

So  perfectly,  indeed,  does  it  answer  that  no  iron 
plough  has  yet  been  invented  that  can  beat  it,  and 
while  the  valleys  and  plains  are  now  almost  wholly 
worked  with  factory-made  ploughs,  the  South  Downs 
are  cultivated  with  the  ploughs  made  in  the  villages 
by  the  wheelwrights.  A wheelwright  is  generally 
regularly  employed  by  two  or  three  farms,  which 
keep  him  in  constant  work.  There  is  not,  perhaps, 
another  home-made  implement  of  old  English  agricul- 
ture left  in  use ; certainly,  none  at  once  so  curious  and 
interesting,  and,  when  drawn  by  oxen,  so  thoroughly 
characteristic. 

Under  the  September  sun,  flowers  may  still  be 
found  in  sheltered  places,  as  at  the  side  of  furze, 
on  the  highest  of  the  Downs.  Wild  thyme  continues 
to  bloom— the  shepherd’s  thyme — wild  mignonette, 
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blue  scabious,  white  dropwort,  yellow  bedstraw,  and 
the  large  purple  blooms  of  greater  knapweed.  Here 
and  there  a blue  field  gentian  is  still  in  flower ; “ eggs 
and  bacon  ” grow  beside  the  waggon  tracks.  Grass- 
hoppers hop  among  the  short  dry  grass ; bees  and 
bumblebees  are  buzzing  about,  and  there  are  places 
quite  bright  with  yellow  hawkweeds. 

The  furze  is  everywhere  full  of  finches,  troops  of 
them ; and  there  are  many  more  swallows  than  were 
flying  here  a month  since.  No  doubt  they  are  on 
their  way  southwards,  and  stay,  as  it  were,  on  the 
edge  of  the  sea  while  yet  the  sun  shines.  As  the 
evening  falls  the  sheep  come  slowly  home  to  the  fold. 
When  the  flock  is  penned  some  stand  panting,  and 
the  whole  body  at  each  pant  moves  to  and  fro  length- 
ways; some  press  against  the  flakes  till  the  wood 
creaks ; some  paw  the  dry  and  crumbling  ground 
(arable),  making  a hollow  in  which  to  he  down. 

Eooks  are  fond  of  the  places  where  sheep  have  been 
folded,  and  perhaps  that  is  one  of  the  causes  why  they 
so  continually  visit  certain  spots  in  particular  fields 
to  the  neglect  of  the  rest. 
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THE  BREEZE  ON  BE  ACHY  HEAD. 

The  waves  coming  round  the  promontory  before  the 
west  wind  still  give  the  idea  of  a flowing  stream,  as 
they  did  in  Homer’s  days.  Here  beneath  the  cliff, 
standing  where  beach  and  sand  meet,  it  is  still ; the 
wind  passes  six  hundred  feet  overhead.  But  yonder, 
every  larger  wave  rolling  before  the  breeze  breaks 
over  the  rocks;  a white  line  of  spray  rushes  along 
them,  gleaming  in  the  sunshine ; for  a moment  the 
dark  rock-wall  disappears,  till  the  spray  sinks. 

The  sea  seems  higher  than  the  spot  where  I stand, 
its  surface  on  a higher  level — raised  like  a green 
mound — as  if  it  could  hurst  in  and  occupy  the  space 
up  to  the  foot  of  the  cliff  in  a moment.  It  will  not 
do  so,  I know ; hut  there  is  an  infinite  possibility 
about  the  sea ; it  may  do  what  it  is  not  recorded  to 
have  done.  It  is  not  to  he  ordered,  it  may  overleap 
the  bounds  human  observation  has  fixed  for  it.  It 
has  a potency  unfathomable.  There  is  still  something 
in  it  not  quite  grasped  and  understood — something 
still  to  he  discovered — a mystery. 

So  the  white  spray  rushes  along  the  low  broken 
wall  of  rocks,  the  sun  gleams  on  the  flying  fragments 
of  the  wave,  again  it  sinks,  and  the  rhythmic  motion 
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holds  the  mind,  as  an  invisible  force  holds  hack  the 
tide.  A faith  of  expectancy,  a sense  that  something 
may  drift  lip  from  the  unknown,  a large  belief  in  the 
unseen  resources  of  the  endless  space  out  yonder, 
soothes  the  mind  with  dreamy  hope. 

The  little  rules  and  little  experiences,  all  the  petty 
ways  of  narrow  life,  are  shut  off  behind  by  the 
ponderous  and  impassable  cliff ; as  if  we  had  dwelt  in 
the  dim  light  of  a cave,  hut  coming  out  at  last  to  look 
at  the  sun,  a great  stone  had  fallen  and  closed  the 
entrance,  so  that  there  was  no  return  to  the  shadow. 
The  impassable  precipice  shuts  off  our  former  selves 
of  yesterday,  forcing  us  to  look  out  over  the  sea  only, 
or  up  to  the  deeper  heaven. 

These  breadths  draw  out  the  soul ; we  feel  that  we 
have  wider  thoughts  than  we  knew ; the  soul  has  been 
living,  as  it  were,  in  a nutshell,  all  unaware  of  its  own 
power,  and  now  suddenly  finds  freedom  in  the  sun 
and  the  sky.  Straight,  as  if  sawn  down  from  turf  to 
beach,  the  cliff  shuts  off  the  human  world,  for  the  sea 
knows  no  time  and  no  era ; you  cannot  tell  what 
century  it  is  from  the  face  of  the  sea.  A Roman 
trireme  suddenly  rounding  the  white  edge-line  of  chalk, 
borne  on  wind  and  oar  from  the  Isle  of  Wight  towards 
the  gray  castle  at  Pevensey  (already  old  in  olden 
days),  would  not  seem  strange.  What  wonder  could 
surprise  us  coming  from  the  wonderful  sea  ? 

The  little  rills  winding  through  the  sand  have  made 
an  islet  of  a detached  rock  by  the  beach ; limpets 
cover  it,  adhering  like  rivet-heads.  In  the  stillness 
here,  under  the  roof  of  the  wind  so  high  above,  the 
sound  of  the  sand  draining  itself  is  audible.  From 
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the  cliff  blocks  of  chalk  have  fallen,  leaving  hollows 
as  when  a knot  drops  from  a beam.  They  lie  crushed 
together  at  the  base,  and  on  the  point  of  this  jagged 
ridge  a wheatear  perches. 

There  are  ledges  three  hundred  feet  above,  and  from 
these  now  and  then  a jackdaw  glides  out  and  returns 
again  to  his  place,  where,  when  still  and  with  folded 
wings,  he  is  but  a speck  of  black.  A spire  of  chalk 
still  higher  stands  out  from  the  wall,  but  the  rains 
have  got  behind  it  and  will  cut  the  crevice  deeper  and 
deeper  into  its  foundation.  Water,  too,  has  carried 
the  soil  from  under  the  turf  at  the  summit  over  the 
verge,  forming  brown  streaks. 

Upon  the  beach  lies  a piece  of  timber,  part  of  a 
wreck ; the  wood  is  torn  and  the  fibres  rent  where  it 
was  battered  against  the  dull  edge  of  the  rocks.  The 
heat  of  the  sun  burns,  thrown  back  by  the  dazzling 
chalk;  the  river  of  ocean  flows  ceaselessly,  casting 
the  spray  over  the  stones ; the  unchanged  sky  is  blue. 

Let  us  go  back  and  mount  the  steps  at  the  Gap, 
and  rest  on  the  sward  there.  I feel  that  I want  the 
presence  of  grass.  The  sky  is  a softer  blue,  and  the 
sun  genial  now  the  eye  and  the  mind  alike  are 
relieved — the  one  of  the  strain  of  too  great  solitude 
(not  the  solitude  of  the  woods),  the  other  of  too 
brilliant  and  hard  a contrast  of  colours.  Touch  but 
the  grass,  and  the  harmony  returns  ; it  is  repose  after 
exaltation. 

A vessel  comes  round  the  promontory;  it  is  not 
a trireme  of  old  Rome,  nor  the  “fair  and  stately 
galley  ” Count  Arnaldus  hailed  with  its  seamen 
singing  the  mystery  of  the  sea.  It  is  but  a brig  in 
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ballast,  high  out  of  the  water,  black  of  hull  and  dingy 
of  sail:  still,  it  is  a ship,  and  there  is  always  an 
interest  about  a ship.  She  is  so  near,  running  along 
but  just  outside  the  reef,  that  the  deck  is  visible. 
Up  rises  her  stern  as  the  billows  come  fast  and  roll 
under ; then  her  bow  lifts,  and  immediately  she  rolls, 
and,  loosely  swaying  with  the  sea,  drives  along. 

The  slope  of  the  billow  now  behind  her  is  white 
with  the  bubbles  of  her  passage,  rising,  too,  from  her 
rudder.  Steering  athwart  with  a widening  angle 
from  the  land,  she  is  laid  to  clear  the  distant  point  of 
Dungeness.  Next,  a steamer  glides  forth,  unseen  till 
she  passed  the  cliff ; and  thus  each  vessel  that  comes 
from  the  westward  has  the  charm  of  the  unexpected. 
Eastward  there  is  many  a sail  working  slowly  into 
the  wind,  and  as  they  approach  talking  in  the 
language  of  flags  with  the  watch  on  the  summit  of 
the  Head. 

Once  now  and  then  the  great  Orient  pauses  on  her 
outward  route  to  Australia,  slowing  her  engines : the 
immense  length  of  her  hull  contains  every  adjunct  of 
modem  life  ; science,  skill,  and  civilization  are  there. 
She  starts,  and  is  lost  sight  of  round  the  cliff,  gone 
straight  away  for  the  very  ends  of  the  world.  The 
incident  is  forgotten,  when  one  morning,  as  you  turn 
over  the  newspaper,  there  is  the  Orient  amiounced  to 
start  again.  It  is  like  a tale  of  enchantment ; it 
seems  but  yesterday  that  the  Head  hid  her  from  view ; 
you  have  scarcely  moved,  attending  to  the  daily 
routine  of  life,  and  scarce  recognize  that  time  has 
passed  at  all.  In  so  few  hours  has  the  earth  been 
encompassed. 
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The  sea-gulls  as  they  settle  on  the  surface  ride  high 
out  of  the  water,  like  the  mediaBval  caravals,  with 
their  sterns  almost  as  tall  as  the  masts.  Their  un- 
concerned flight,  with  crooked  wings  unbent,  as  if  it 
were  no  matter  to  them  whether  they  flew  or  floated, 
in  its  peculiar  jerking  motion  somewhat  reminds  one 
■of  the  lapwing — the  heron  has  it,  too,  a little — as  if 
aquatic  or  water-side  birds  had  a common  and  distinct 
action  of  the  wing. 

Sometimes  a porpoise  comes  along,  but  just  beyond 
the  reef ; looking  down  on  him  from  the  verge  of  the 
cliff,  his  course  can  be  watched.  His  dark  body,  wet 
and  oily,  appears  on  the  surface  for  two  seconds; 
and  then,  throwing  up  his  tail  like  the  fluke  of  an 
anchor,  down  he  goes.  Now  look  forward,  along’ the 
waves,  some  fifty  yards  or  so,  and  ho  will  come  up, 
the  sunshine  gleaming  on  the  water  as  it  runs  off  his 
back,  to  again  dive,  and  reappear  after  a similar 
interval.  Even  when  the  eye  can  no  longer  distinguish 
the  form,  the  spot  where  he  rises  is  visible,  from  the 
slight  change  in  the  surface. 

The  hill  receding  in  hollows  leaves  a narrow  plain 
between  the  foot  of  the  sward  and  the  cliff;  it  is 
ploughed,  and  the  teams  come  to  the  footpath  which 
follows  the  edge ; and  thus  those  who  plough  the  sea 
and  those  who  plough  the  land  look  upon  each  other. 
The  one  sees  the  vessel  change  her  tack,  the  other 
notes  the  plough  turning  at  the  end  of  the  furrow. 
Bramble  bushes  project  over  the  dangerous  wall  of 
chalk,  and  grasses  fill  up  the  interstices,  a hedge 
suspended  in  air ; but  be  careful  not  to  reach  too 
far  for  the  blackberries. 
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The  green  sea  is  on  the  one  hand,  the  yellow  stubble 
on  the  other.  The  porpoise  dives  along  beneath, 
the  sheep  graze  above.  Green  seaweed  lines  the  reef 
over  which  the  white  spray  flies,  blue  lucerne  dots  the 
field.  The  pebbles  of  the  beach  seen  from  the  height 
mingle  in  a faint  blue  tint,  as  if  the  distance  ground 
them  into  coloured  sand.  Leaving  the  footpath  now, 
and  crossing  the  stubble  to  “ France,”  as  the  wide 
open  hollow  in  the  down  is  called  by  the  shepherds, 
it  is  no  easy  matter  in  dry  summer  weather  to  climb 
the  steep  turf  to  the  furze  line  above. 

Dry  grass  is  as  slippery  as  if  it  were  hair,  and  the 
sheep  have  fed  it  too  close  for  a grip  of  the  hand. 
Under  the  furze  (still  far  from  the  summit)  they  have 
worn  a path — a narrow  ledge,  cut  by  their  cloven  feet 
— through  the  sward.  It  is  time  to  rest ; and  already, 
looking  back,  the  sea  has  extended  to  an  indefinite 
horizon.  This  climb  of  a few  hundred  feet  opens  a 
view  of  so  many  miles  more.  But  the  ships  lose  their 
individuality  and  human  character;  they  are  so  far, 
so  very  far,  away,  they  do  not  take  hold  of  the 
sympathies ; they  seem  like  sketches — cunningly 
executed,  but  only  sketches — on  the  immense  canvas 
of  the  ocean.  There  is  something  unreal  about  them. 

On  a calm  day,  when  the  surface  is  smooth  as  if 
the  brimming  ocean  had  been  straked — the  rod  passed 
across  the  top  of  the  measure,  thrusting  off  the 
irregularities  of  wave;  when  the  distant  green  from 
long  simmering  under  the  sun  becomes  pale ; when 
the  sky,  without  cloud,  but  with  some  slight  haze  in 
it,  likewise  loses  its  hue,  and  the  two  so  commingle 
in  the  pallor  of  heat  that  they  cannot  be  separated — 
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then  the  still  ships  appear  suspended  in  space.  They 
are  as  much  held  from  above  as  upborne  from 
beneath. 

They  are  motionless,  midway  in  space — whether  it 
is  sea  or  air  is  not  to  be  known.  They  neither  float 
nor  fly,  they  are  suspended.  There  is  no  force  in  the 
flat  sail,  the  mast  is  lifeless,  the  hull  without  impetus. 
For  hours  they  linger,  changeless  as  the  constellations, 
still,  silent,  motionless,  phantom  vessels  on  a void  sea. 

Another  climb  up  from  the  sheep  path,  and  it  is 
not  far  then  to  the  terrible  edge  of  that  tremendous 
cliff  which  rises  straighter  than  a ship’s  side  out  of 
the  sea,  six  hundred  feet  above  the  detached  rock 
below,  where  the  limpets  cling  like  rivet  heads,  and 
the  sand  rills  run  around  it.  But  it  is  not  possible  to 
look  down  to  it — the  glance  of  necessity  falls  outwards, 
as  a raindrop  from  the  eaves  is  deflected  by  the  wind, 
because  it  is  the  edge  where  the  mould  crumbles ; the 
rootlets  of  the  grass  are  exposed;  the  chalk  is  about 
to  break  away  in  flakes. 

You  cannot  lean  over  as  over  a parapet,  lest  such 
a flake  should  detach  itself — lest  a mere  trifle  should 
begin  to  fall,  awakening  a dread  and  dormant  inclina- 
tion to  slide  and  finally  plunge  like  it.  Stand  back ; 
the  sea  there  goes  out  and  out,  to  the  left  and  to  the 
right,  and  how  far  is  it  to  the  blue  overhead  ? The 
eye  must  stay  here  a long  period,  and  drink  in  these 
distances,  before  it  can  adjust  the  measure,  and  know 
exactly  what  it  sees. 

The  vastness  conceals  itself,  giving  us  no  landmark 
or  milestone.  The  fleck  of  cloud  yonder,  does  it  part 
it  in  two,  or  is  it  but  a third  of  the  way  ? The  world 
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is  an  immense  cauldron,  the  ocean  fills  it,  and  we  are 
merely  on  the  rim — this  narrow  land  is  but  a ribbon 
to  the  limitlessness  yonder.  The  wind  rushes  out 
upon  it  with  wild  joy ; springing  from  the  edge  of  the 
earth,  it  leaps  out  over  the  ocean.  Let  us  go  back 
a few  steps  and  recline  on  the  warm,  dry  turf. 

It  is  pleasant  to  look  back  upon  the  green  slope 
and  the  hollows  and  narrow  ridges,  with  sheep  and 
stubble  and  some  low  hedges,  and  oxen,  and  that  old, 
old  sloth — the  plough — creeping  in  his  path.  The 
sun  is  bright  on  the  stubble  and  the  corners  of  furze  ; 
there  are  bees  humming  yonder,  no  doubt,  and  flowers, 
and  hares  crouching — the  dew  dried  from  around  them 
long  since,  and  waiting  for  it  to  fall  again ; partridges, 
too,  corn-ricks,  and  the  roof  of  a farmhouse  by  them. 
Lit  with  sunlight  are  the  fields,  warm  autumn  garner- 
ing all  that  is  dear  to  the  heart  of  man,  blue  heaven 
above — how  sweet  the  wind  comes  from  these  ! — the 
sweeter  for  the  knowledge  of  the  profound  abyss 
behind. 

Here,  reclining  on  the  grass — the  verge  of  the  cliff 
rising  a little,  shuts  out  the  actual  sea — the  glance 
goes  forth  into  the  hollow  unsupported.  It  is  sweeter 
towards  the  corn-ricks,  and  yet  the  mind  will  not  be 
satisfied,  but  ever  turns  to  the  unknown.  The  edge 
and  the  abyss  recall  us ; the  boundless  plain,  for  it 
appears  solid  as  the  waves  are  levelled  by  distance, 
demands  the  gaze.  But  with  use  it  becomes  easier, 
and  the  eye  labours  less.  There  is  a promontory 
standing  out  from  the  main  wall,  whence  you  can  see 
the  side  of  the  cliff,  getting  a flank  view,  as  from  a 
tower. 


240 


NATURE  NEAR  LONDON. 


The  jackdaws  occasionally  floating  out  from  the 
ledge  are  as  mere  specks  from  above,  as  they  were 
from  below.  The  reef  running  out  from  the  beach, 
though  now  covered  by  the  tide,  is  visible  as  you  look 
down  on  it  through  the  water  ; the  seaweed,  which  lay 
matted  and  half  dry  on  the  rocks,  is  now  under  the 
wave.  Boats  have  come  round,  and  are  beached; 
how  helplessly  little  they  seem  beneath  the  cliff  by 
the  sea ! 

On  returning  homewards  towards  Eastbourne  stay 
awhile  by  the  tumulus  on  the  slope.  There  are 
others  hidden  among  the  furze ; butterflies  flutter 
over  them,  and  the  bees  hum  round  by  day;  by 
night  the  night-hawk  passes,  coming  up  from  the 
fields  and  even  skirting  the  sheds  and  houses  below. 
The  rains  beat  on  them,  and  the  storm  drives  the  dead 
leaves  over  their  low  green  domes ; the  waves  boom 
on  the  shore  far  down. 

How  many  times  has  the  morning  star  shone 
yonder  in  the  East?  All  the  mystery  of  the  sun  and 
of  the  stars  centres  around  these  lowly  mounds. 

But  the  glory  of  these  glorious  Downs  is  the  breeze. 
The  air  in  the  valleys  immediately  beneath  them  is 
pure  and  pleasant ; but  the  least  climb,  even  a 
hundred  feet,  puts  you  on  a plane  with  the  atmo- 
sphere itself,  uninterrupted  by  so  much  as  the  tree- 
tops.  It  is  air  without  admixture.  If  it  comes  from 
the  south,  the  waves  refine  it ; if  inland,  the  wheat  and 
flowers  and  grass  distil  it.  The  great  headland  and 
the  whole  rib  of  the  promontory  is  wind-swept  and 
washed  with  air;  the  billows  of  the  atmosphere  roll 
over  it. 
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The  sun  searches  out  every  crevice  amongst  the 
grass,  nor  is  there  the  smallest  fragment  of  surface 
which  is  not  sweetened  by  air  and  light.  Under- 
neath, the  chalk  itself  is  pure,  and  the  turf  thus 
washed  by  wind  and  rain,  sun-dried  and  dew-scented, 
is  a couch  prepared  with  thyme  to  rest  on.  Dis- 
cover some  excuse  to  be  up  there  always,  to  search  for 
stray  mushrooms — they  will  be  stray,  for  the  crop  is 
gathered  extremely  early  in  the  morning — or  to  make 
a list  of  flowers  and  grasses ; to  do  anything,  and,  if 
not,  go  always  without  any  pretext.  Lands  of  gold 
have  been  found,  and  lands  of  spices  and  precious 
merchandise ; but  this  is  the  land  of  health. 

There  is  the  sea  below  to  bathe  in,  the  air  of  the 
sky  up  hither  to  breathe,  the  sun  to  infuse  the  in- 
visible magnetism  of  his  beams.  These  are  the  three 
potent  medicines  of  nature,  and  they  are  medicines 
that  by  degrees  strengthen  not  only  the  body  but  the 
unquiet  mind.  It  is  not  necessary  to  always  look  out 
over  the  sea.  By  strolling  along  the  slopes  of  the 
ridge  a little  way  inland  there  is  another  scene  where 
hills  roll  on  after  hills  till  the  last  and  largest  hides 
those  that  succeed  behind  it. 

Vast  cloud-shadows  darken  one,  and  lift  their  veil 
from  another ; like  the  sea,  their  tint  varies  with  the 
hue  of  the  sky  over  them.  Deep  narrow  valleys — 
lanes  in  the  hills — draw  the  footsteps  downwards  into 
their  solitude,  but  there  is  always  the  delicious  air, 
turn  whither  you  will,  and  there  is  always  the  grass, 
the  touch  of  which  refreshes.  Though  not  in  sight,  it 
is  pleasant  to  know  that  the  sea  is  close  at  hand,  and 
that  you  have  only  to  mount  to  the  ridge  to  view  it. 
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At  sunset  the  ciirves  of  the  shore  westward  are  filled 
with  a luminous  mist. 

Or  if  it  should  be  calm,  and  you  should  like  to  look 
at  the  massive  headland  from  the  level  of  the  sea,  row 
out  a mile  from  the  beach.  Eastwards  a bank  of  red 
vapour,  shuts  in  the  sea,  the  wavelets — no  larger  than 
those  raised  by  the  oar — on  that  side  are  purple  as  if 
wine  had  been  spilt  upon  them,  but  westwards  the 
ripples  shimmer  with  palest  gold. 

The  sun  sinks  behind  the  summit  of  the  Downs, 
and  slender  streaks  of  purple  are  drawn  along  above 
them.  A shadow  comes  forth  from  the  cliff ; a duski- 
ness dwells  on  the  water ; something  tempts  the  eye 
upwards,  and  near  the  zenith  there  is  a star. 


THE  END. 
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By  Austin  Dobson.  With  95  Illustra- 
tions. Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 


Boccaccio’s  Decameron  ; or, 

Ten  Days’  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait 
and  Stothard's  beautiful  Copper- 
plates. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 


Birthday  Books: — 

The  Starry  Heavens:  A Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Birthday  Flowers:  Their  Language 
and  Legends.  By  W.  J.  Gordon. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
Viola  Boughton.  In  illuminated 
cover,  crown  4to,  6s. 

The  Lowell  Birthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Blackburn's  (Henry)  Art  Hand- 
books. Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uni- 
form in  size  tor  binding. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1886,  each  Is. 


Bowers’(G.)  Hunting  Sketches; 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 
Canters  In  Crampshlre. 

Leaves  from  a Hunting  Journal. 
Coloured  in  facsimile  ofthe  originals. 


Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d,  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.  [Trotter. 

Savage  Life : Adventures  of  a Globe- 

Chronicles  of  No-Man’s  Land 
Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
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Brand’s  Observations  on  Pop- 
ular Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte,  Works  by : 

Bret  Harte’s  Collected  Works.  Ar- 
ranged and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por- 
trait, and  Introduction  by  Author. 
Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp,  and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  — Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  — Condensed 
Novels,  sc. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 

Prose  and  Poetry.  With  I itroduc- 
tory  Essay  by  J.  M.  Belibw.  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Bret  Harte’s  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author's  Copyright  Edition. 
Beautifully  printed  on  hand-made 
paper  and  bound  in  buckram.  Cr. 
8vo,  4a.  6d. 

Gabriel  Conroy  : A Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  and  other 
Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 

8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover.  Is.  [2s.  Gd. 

Flip.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. : cl.  limp, 
Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs’s  Love  Story,  &c.)  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Maruja:  A Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. ; cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s. 

Brewer  (Rev7Dr.),  Works  by  : 

The  Reader’s  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,  Plots,  and  Stories. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pp:,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates : Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  separ- 
ately printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  continued — 

A Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ; half-bound,  9s. 

Brewster  (SirDavid), Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.  With  Plates.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep- 
ler. With  Portraits.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  6d. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A New 
Edition,  withnumerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
J.  A.  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6d. 

Briggs,  Memoir  of  Gen.  John. 

By  Major  Evans  Bell.  With  a Por- 

trait.  Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Brillat-Savar  in.— Gastronomy 

as  a Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 

Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Buchanan’s  (Robert)  Works: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour. 
Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hughes. 

Undertones.  | London  Poems. 

The  Book  of  Orm. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A Love  Story, 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan 
With  a Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  the 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He- 
brides. With  Frontispiece  by  Wil- 
liam Small. 

A Poet’s  Sketch-Book:  Selections 

from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan. 

The  Earthquake ; or,  Six  Days  and 
a Sabbath.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Robert  Buchanan'sComplete  Poeti- 
cal Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A Child  of  Nature.  With  a Frontis- 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water.  | The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt : A Story  of  a Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
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Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17 
Steel  Plates  by  Stothard  engraved 
by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  Gd. 

Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Surly  Tim,  and  other  Stories.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen. 

Lindsay’s  Luck. 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 

Burton  (Captain),  Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold  : A Per- 
sonal Narrative.  By  Richard  F.  Bur- 
ton and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron. 
With  Maps  and  Frontispiece.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

The  Book  of  the  Sword : Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 


Burton  (Robert): 

The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  A 
New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised  : Being  an 
Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur- 
ton’s Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  Rvo.  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 


Byron  (Lord): 

Byron’s  Chllde  Harold.  An  entirely 
New  Edition  of  this  tamous  Poem, 
with  over  One  Hundred  new  Illusts. 
by  leading  Artists.  (Uniterm  with 
the  Illustrated  Editions  of  "The 
Lady  of  the  Lake  ” and  “Ma^mion.") 
Elegantly  and  appropriate! / bound, 
small  4to,  16s. 

Byron’s  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Byron’s  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

The  Shadow  of  a Crime.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

A Son  of  Hagar.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 


Cameron  (Comdr.), Works  by: 
To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold:  A 
Personal  Narrative.  By  Riceard 
F.  Burton  and  Verney  Lovett 
Cameron.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Maps.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  21s. 

The  Cruise  of  the  “Black  Prince” 
Privateer,  Commanded  by  Robert 
Hawkins,  Master  Mariner.  By 
Commander  V.  Lovett  Cameron 
R.N.,  C.B.,  D.C.L.  With  Frontis 
piece  and  Vignette  by  P.  Macnab 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett), 

Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Juliet’s  Guardian.  | Deceivers  Ever. 
Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re- 
vised Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  Gd. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 

1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapman’s  (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  18e. ; or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto  & Jackson. — ATreatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Praetical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children : A Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.R  . Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 6d. 

Chronicle  (The)  of  the  Coach  : 

Charing  Cross  to  Ilfracombe.  By  J.  D 
Champlin.  With  75  Illustrations  by 
Edward  L.  Chichester.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s,  6d. 

City  (The)  of  Dream  : A Poem. 

I Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Hi  the  press. 
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Clodcl. — Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  “ The  Childhood  of  Religions,”  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


Cobban.— The  Cure  of  Souls: 

A Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobean. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman.— Curly : An  Actor’s 
Story.  By  John  Coleman.  Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollman.  Crown  8vo,  Is  • 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Illustrated, 
3s.6d.  each  ; post  8 vo, illustrated  bds., 
2s.  each  ; cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Antonina.  Illust.  by  SirJoHNGiLBERT. 
Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.  With  Illustrations 
by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Man  and  Wife.  Illust.  by  W.  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.  Illustrated  by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss  or  Mrs..0  With  Illustrations  by 
S.  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.  Illustrated  by 
G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S. Reinhardt. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  Illustrated  by 
G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 
by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel’s  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science:  A Story  of  the 
Present  Time. 

" I Say  No.” 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels.  Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 


Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Arme  Page.  | Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (Mortimer  & Frances), 

Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  | Frances. 

Collins  (C.  Allston). — The  Bar 
Sinister:  A Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.  Post8vo,  illustrated  bds. ,2s. 

Colman’s  Humorous  Works: 

“ Broad  Grins,”  “ My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,”  and  other  Humorous  Works, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
Svo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Convalescent  Cookery:  A 

Family  Handbook.  By  Catherine 
Ryan.  Crown  Svo,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.  Two 
Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  lllusts.,  2Bs. 
A Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Square  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each. 
Hours  with  the  Players.  With  a 
Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 

Nights  at  the  Play  : A View  ol  the 
English  Stage. 


Leo:  A Novel.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Copyright.  — A Handbook  of 
English  and  Foreign  Copyright  in 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold,  of  the  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 
Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  — The  Prophet  of 

the  Great  Smoky  Mountains  By 
Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8to,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ; cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
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Creasy. — Memoirs  of  Eminent 

Etonians  : with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  “ The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World.” 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13 
Portraits,  78.  6d. 


Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  : The  First  from  1835 
to  1843 ; the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A’Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jeruold,  Author  ot 
“ The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,”  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad- 
ditional Plates,  and  a very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  A beautiful  re- 
production of  Major’s  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruikshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon),  Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illus- 
trations. 

Inthe  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. — 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cussans.— Handbook  of  Her- 
aldry; with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  ana  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  Coloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples. — Hearts  of  Gold:  A 
Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ; post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel.  — Merrie  England  in 
the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
shank. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Daudet. — The  Evangelist;  or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant. — What  shall  my 

Son  be  ? Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies  (Dp.  N.  E^TWorks  by : 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each ; cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 
Nursery  Hints:  A Mother's  Guide. 
Aids  to  Long  Life.  Crown  8vo,  2s.; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un- 
published MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  GrosaRt.  D.D.  Two  Vols. 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

De  Maistre. — A JourneyRound 
My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

De  Mille. — A Castle  in  Spain: 

A Novel.  By  James  De  Mille,  With 
a Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

Circe’s  Lovers. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I Nicholas  Nlckleby_ 

Pickwick  Papers.  I Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 
1841-1870.  With  a New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — 
Also  a Smaller  Edition,  in  the 
Mayfair  Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vandkrhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 

Dictionaries : 

A Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.;  hf.-bound,  9s. 
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Dictionaries— continued. 

The  Reader’s  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Fifth  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a New  Appendix, 
containing  a Complete  English  Bib- 
liography. Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
“ The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s, 
Familiar  Allusions:  A Handbook 

of  Miscellaneous  Information ; in- 
cluding the  Names  ot  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  Wm.  A:  Wheeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent, 
M.A.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 7s.6d. 
A Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present1 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half- 
bound, 12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A Biographical 
Dictionary.  ByFRANCES  Hays.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-W’ay  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex,,  7s.  6d. ; hf.-bd,,  9s. 
Diderot. — The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot’s  “ Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,”  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.  Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  Gd. 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri- 
cities. 

Doran.  — Memories  of  our 
Great  Towns;  with  Anecdotic  Glean- 
ings concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S.A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 


Drama,  A Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer’s 
"Reader’s  Handbook.’’)  Crown  8vo, 
half-bound,  123.  Gd.  [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.  Cr.  Svo, 
cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  Gs.perVol. 
Ben  Jonson’s  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  3 Vols. 
Chapman’s  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations.withlntroductoryEssay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne;  Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe’s  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduciion,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham. One  Vol. 

Massinger’s  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.  One  Vol. 

Dyer.  — The  Folk-Lore  of 
Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6(1. [In  preparation. 

Early  English  Poets.  Edited, 
with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher’s  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.  One  Vol. 

Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Two  Vols. 
Herrick’s  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  Three  Vols. 
Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Three  Vols. 


Herbert(Lord)of  Cherbury’s  Poems. 
Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo, 
parchment,  8s. 

Edgcumbe.  — Zephyrus  : A 

Holiday  in  South  America  and  on 
the  River  Plate.  By  E.  R.  Pearce 
Edgcumbe.  With  41  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63,  [Preparing. 

Edwardes (Mrs. A.),  Novels  by: 
A Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  Gd. ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Eggleston. — Roxy:  A Novel.  By 
Edward  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 
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Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  Stones:  their  History, Value, 
and  Properties  ; with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 


Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a Candle: 
Lectures  delivered  before  a Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Fin-Bee.  — The  Cupboard 

Papers : Observations  on  the  Art  ot 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 
The  Recreations  of  a Literary  Man; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay  ? With  Re- 
collections of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a View  of  a Literary  Man’s 
Working  Life.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 

Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fatal  Zero:  A Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  | Never  Forgotten 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletcher’s  (Giles,  B.D.)  ComT 
plete  Poems : Christ’s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  • 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

One  by  One.  I A Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua.  | 

Olympia.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Esther’s  Glove.  Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 


English  Merchants:  Memoirs 
in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  By  H.  R.  Fox  Bourne. 
With  Illusts.  New  and  Cheaper  Edit. 
revised.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by : 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
Wrth  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  Re-studled:  Historical 

Sketches  from  Original  Sources. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Eyes,  Our:  How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  Fifth 
Edition.  With  55  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco : Its  His- 
tory  and  Associations ; with  an  Ac- 
count of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu- 
facture, and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F.  VV.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  upwards  of  100 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Allusions:  ^Hand- 
book of  Miscellaneous  Information- 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches.  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the 
like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  ot  " Noted  Names  of  Fiction ; » 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

F amT  liarS  hort  Sayings  of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.  Crown  6vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Farrer  (James  Anson),  Works 

by: 

Military  Manners  and  Customs 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

W^»;.Three,Essa>’s>  ^Printed  from 
“Military  Manners.''  Crown  8vo. 
Is  ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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books  published  by 


French  Literature,  History  of. 

Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
- 3 Vols-  demy  8v°.  cl.  bds„  7s.  6d.  each. 

Frere.— pandurang  Hari  ; or 

blesir°HS Rf  3 Hlnr°°'  With  a Preface 

oy  Sir  H.  Bartlb  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c 
Crown  8 vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6cl.  • post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  P 

Friswe||  0neofTwo;A  Novel. 

Post  8vo’ illus’ 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs. 

Fry’s  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide 
to  the  London  Charities,  1886-7. 
Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda- 
tion.ObiectsJncome, Officials, &c.  Pub- 
listed  Annually.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each ; cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A Year’s  Work  In  Garden  and  Green- 
house  : Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  : The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them, 
by  J.OM  JERROLD. 

Household  Horticulture:  A Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent, 
by  1 om  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I Grew 
there.  ByF.G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ; gilt  edges,  6s. 

Garrett — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.Svo 
c . cx.,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds,,  2s.’ 

Gentleman’s  Magazine  (The) 

for  1887.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  In 
addition  to  the  Articles  upon  subjects 
in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  for 
which  this  Magazine  has  so  high  a 
reputation,  “ Science  Notes,”  by  W 
Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S.  and 
“Table  Talk”  by  Sylvan  us  U^ban, 
appear  monthly.  * ' 

\*  Now  ready,  theVolume  for  January 
to  June,  1887,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d.; 
Oases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 


German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 

lected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin: 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
clo:h  extra,  6s.  6d. ; gilt  edges,  7s.  64. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
The  Flowerof  the 
Forest.  [lem. 
A Heart’s  Prob- 
The  GoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 
Loving  a Dream. 
A Hard  Knot. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the 
World  Say? 

In  HonourBound. 
Queen  of  the 
Meadow. 

Braes  of  Yarrow. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
For  the  King.  I In  PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  V/ar. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Heart’s  Delight.  [Preparing. 

Gilbert  (William)^  Novels  by: 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin’s  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 
by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6 cl.  each. 

„,T*?e  ,FlasT  Series  contains  — The 
Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea  — Charity  — The  Princess  — The 
Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts  Engaged — Sweethearts — • 
Gretchen— Dan’l  Druce— Tom  Cobb— 
H.M.S.  Pinafore— The  Sorcerer— The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  “Pinafore" 
—The  Pirates  of  Penzance— Iolanthe 
— Patience  — Princess  Ida  — The 
Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Glenny.— A Year’s  Work  in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  limp,  2s. 
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Golden  Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor’s  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett’s  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Byron’s  Don  Juan. 

Godwin’s  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes’s  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.  Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes’s  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irvjng’s  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
i ravel  ler. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a Country  Life. 

Lamb’s  Essays  of  Ella.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  OneVol. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  Essays:  A Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d’Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont- 
gomerie Ranking. 


Greenaway  (Kate)  and  Bret 
Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
away, Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.  Sm.  4X0,  bds.,  5s. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 

Low-Life  Deeps:  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Dick  Temple:  A Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot. — The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray: 
12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steal, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6d. 

Habberton— Brueton's  Bayou. 

By  John  Habberton,  Author  of 
“ Helen’s  Babies.”  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. ; cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  I. 
Pincus.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes, by  T.M’Crie.D.D. 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Complete. 

Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre’s  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 


Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The : An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 
tions from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Graham.  — The  Professor’s 

Wife  : A Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Konek.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  Hueffer.  545  lllusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit,,  demy  8vo,  cl,  ex.,  7s.  Gd. 


Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols. 

Legends  of  the  Morrow. 

The  Serpent  Play. 


Malden  Ecstasy.  Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 


Hall. — Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 
racter. By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8ro, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 


Halliday. — Every-day  Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s  6d. 


Hanky-Panky:  A Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks.Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
lllusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 4s.  6d, 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Hardy  (Lady  Duffus).  — Paul 

Wynter’s  Sacrifice:  A Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the 
Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd.”  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Harwood. — The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hawels  (Mrs.  H.  R.), Works  by: 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is. ; cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts.6s. 
The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

Haweis(Rev.  H.  R.). — American 
Humorists  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward, Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  I Sebastian  Stroma. 

Ellice  Quentin.  | Dust. 

Prince  Saronl’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  | Beatrix  Randolph. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each. 
Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds. 

Fcap,  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

Hays. — Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath  (F.  G.).  — My  Garden 
Wild,  and  What  I Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
" The  Fern  World,”  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ; cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 

Social  Pressure. 


Ivan  de  Blron  : A Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


Herrick’s  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 


Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 

Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d_ 

The  New  Souti.-West:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  [/« preparation. 


Herbert. — The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 


Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by  : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings  : In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 


Hoey. — The  Lover’s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  P.  Macnab.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Holmes  (O. Wendell),  Works  by : 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast 
Table  ; with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
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Holmes.  — The  Science  of 

Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Hood  (Thomas); 

Hood’s  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete. With  all  the  original  Illus- 
trations. Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 
A Noah’s  Arkaeological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
ton  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

A Golden  Heart:  A Novel.  Post8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Hook’s  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s . 6d. 


Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  : 

A Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Hopkins — “ ’Twixt  Love  and 
Duty:”  A Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. ; post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Horne.— Orion  ; An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  IIen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 


Howell. — Conflicts  of  Capital 
and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco- 
nomically considered : Being  a His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
of  Great  Britain.  By  Geo.  Howell 
M.P.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Hunt.— Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A Tale  for  a Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Thornicroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Seif-Condemned. 

That  other  Person. 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of 

Them.  Crown  8vo,  is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hydrophobia:  M.  Pasteur’s 

System.  Containing  a Translation  of 
all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject, 
the  Technique  of  his  Methods,  the 
latest  Statistics,  &c.  By  Dr.  R.  Suzor. 
of  the  Faculties  of  Edinburgh  and 
Paris.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [ Shortly . 

Ingelow. — Fated  to  be  Free  : A 
Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 
of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
ceval Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 

Irving — Tales  of  a Traveller. 

By  Washington  Irving.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

The  Dark  Colleen.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Janvier. — Practical  Keramics 
for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Nature  near  London. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields. 

The  Open  Air. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A Biographical 

Sketch.  With  a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ; cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:  A Gossip 
about  Flowers.  Illustrated. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
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books  published  by 


Jesse — Scenes  and  Occupa- 

tions  of  a Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse,  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d’Esprit.  Collected  and 

Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 
'Credulities,  Past  and  Present:  in- 
eluding  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
ralismanSjWord  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Ee°s.  .Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations : A History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries. With  One  Hundred  Illus- 
_ trations. 

Jonson’s  (Ben)  Works,  With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ; or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus,TheCompleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  “The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  ” and  “ The  Wars  of  the  Jews.” 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Kempt.— -Pencil  and  Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ; cloth,  2s.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each.  ’ 

A Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

Kingsley  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 

Oakshott  Castle.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Knight. — The  Patient’s  Vade 

Mecum:  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.O.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  Svo,  Is.  ; 
cloth,  Is.  Gd, 


Lamb  (Charles) : 

La™k’s  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori- 
ginal  Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
JNotes  and  Introduction,  bv  R H 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits' and 
°f  Page  of  the  “Essay  on 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7S.  6a.  * 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  Complete  Edi- 
tion. Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
tuily  reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Little  Essays  : Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
-ral°.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 


Lane’s  Arabian  Nights,  &c. : 

The  Thousand  and  One  Nights- 
commonly  called,  in  England,  “ The 
Arabian  Nights’  Entertain- 
ments.  A New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
W Dian?  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A New  Edition,  from 
aL°Py  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. '' 
Arabian  Society  in  the  Middle  Ages: 
Studies  from  “The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights.”  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  “The  Modern 
Egyptians,”  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

Lares  and  Penates , or,  The 
Background  of  Life.  By  Florence 
Caddy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 

Tw  *?tn,|,y  .of  -the  London  Parks. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Life  in  London  ; or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
siianiFs  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
iLi^Originals.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
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Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each ; post 
8vo,  ilustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Patricia  Kembali. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  ? 

With  a Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“ My  Love  ! ” | lone. 

Longfellow : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

Longfellow’s  Complete  Prose  Works. 
Including  “ Outre  Mer,”  “ Hyper- 
ion,” “Kavanagh,”  “The  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe, "and  “ Driftwood.’1 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley. 

Longfellow’s  Poetical  Works.  Care- 
fully Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus- 
trations on  Steel  and  Wood. 


Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Lucy.— Gideon  Fieyce:  A Novel. 
By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Macalpine.  — Teresa  Itasca, 

and  other  Stories.  By  Avery  Mac- 
ali’Ine.  Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas, 
2s.  Gd. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.), Works 

by  : 

A History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols.  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
— And  a Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of 
1886,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 


McCarthy  (Justin),  continued — 

A Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 

One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  I.  now  ready. 


Crown  8vOj  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A Fair  Saxon. 

Mis3  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camioia:  A Girl  with  a Fortune, 

Linley  Roehford.  Post  8vo,  illustra- 
ted boards,  2s. 

“The  Right  Honourable:”  A Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (Justin  H.,  M.P.), 

Works  by: 

An  Outlineof  the  History  of  Ireland, 

from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Ireland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  I7g8  to  1886. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Case  for  Home  Rule.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Doom  ! An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown 
Svo,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  McCarthy.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hafiz  in  London.  Choicely  printed. 
Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 
A Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  — Pastimes  and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Mackay.— Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ; or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 
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MacDonald  (George,  L.L.D.), 

Works  by : 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination. 
Pocket  Edition,  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.  Vol.  i. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hid- 
den Life. — Vol.  2.  The  Disciple. 
The  Gospel  Women.  A Book  of 
Sonnets.  Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3. 
Violin  Songs.  Songs  of  the  Days 
and  Nights.  A Book  of  Dreams. 
Roadside  Poems.  Poems  for 
Children.  Vol.  4.  Parables. 
Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — Vols. 
5 and  6.  Phantastes:  A Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent. — 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows. — Vol. 
9.  Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden 
Key.  The  Carasoyn.  Little 
Daylight.  — Vol.  10.  The  Cruel 
Painter.  The  Wow  o'  Rivven. 
The  Castle.  The  Broke.-;  Swords. 
The  Gray  Wolf.  Uncle  Corne- 
lius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattem  cloth,  2s.  6a.  each. 


Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 
of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 
with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 
Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 
Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 

Lost  Rose. 


Magician’s  Own  Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  Witli2oo  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Magic  Lantern  (The),  and  its 
Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  10  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3 feet  by  2 feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  6s. 


Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  Mew  Republic;  or, Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  in  parchment,  8s. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d’Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  ; or,  The  New 
Pilgrim’s  Progress : Being  some  Ac- 
count of  the  Steamship  “ Quaker 
City’s  ” Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  73.  6d. — Cheap  Edition  (under 
the  title  of"  Mark  Twain’s  Pleasure 
Trip  ”),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by 
F.  A.  Fraser.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 
With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
With  in  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  Cd, 
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Mark  Twain’s  Works,  continued — 

A Tramp  Abroad.  With 314  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
— Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo, illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ; post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edi- 
tion, post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  Gd  — Cheap  Edition,  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Marlowe’s  Works.  Including 
his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  j 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Open  I Sesame ! 

Written  In  Fire 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

A Little  Stepson. 

Fighting  the  Air. 

Massinger’s  Plays.  From  the 
Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
bv  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman. — Half  a Dozen 
Daughters:  A Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Matthews.— A Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  : cloth, 
2s.  6d. 


Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

A Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times,” 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A Popular 
Abridgment  of  “burton’s  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy.” 

Gastronomy  as  a Fine  Art.  By 
Brillat-Savarin, 


Mayfair  Library,  continued— 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By  Fin-Bec. 
Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  — Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  — The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing:  Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  — The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 

Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 

J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-T  able. 

By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 
Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  : Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters. By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  ol 
Law.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux  d’Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Leigh. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson. 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
Macgregor. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 
W.  H.  Mallock. 

New  Republic.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau  : His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page.  1 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued. 

Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Punlana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix  de  Salamanca. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  William 
Senior. 

Old  Stories  Re  told.  By  Walter 
Tkornbury. 

Leaves  from  a Naturalist’s  Note- 
Book.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 
and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family. — One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P  Lond  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is. 6(1. 

Merry  Circle  (The) : A Book  of 
New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse- 
ments. By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A New  Book  of  Ameri- 
can Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Armoy  Knox,  Editors  of  “ Texas 
Siftings.”  With  265  Musts.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go.  | Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller.  — Physiology  for  the 
Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With, 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Miller.  Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ; cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A Concise 
Set  of  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines.  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 

The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.) Hather- 

court  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth, Author  of  “ The  Cuckoo 
Clock,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  Gd. 


Moncrieff.  — The  Abdication; 
or,  Time  Tries  All.  An  Historical 
Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff. 
With  Seven  Etchings  by  John  Pettie, 
R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J. 
MacWhirter,  A. R. A., Colin  Hunter, 
A.R.A.,  R.  Macbeth,  A. R. A.,  and  Tom 
Graham,  R.S.A.  Large  4to,  bound  in 
buckram,  21s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8 vo, cloth  extra,  8s.  Gd.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

A Life's  Atonement.  I A Model  Father. 
Joseph’s  Coat.  | Coals  of  Fire. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Val  Strange.  | Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  A.  McCormick.  Two  Vols., 
post  8vo,  123. [ Shortly . 

North  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 
Comyns  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Ran- 
dolph Caldecott.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Nursery  Hints:  A Mother’s 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N. 
E.  Da. vies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

O’Connor. — Lord  Beaconsfield 
A Biography.  ByT.  P.  O’Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O’Hanlon.  — The  Unforeseen  : 
A Novel.  By  Alice  O’Hanlon.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards,  2s. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 
Whiteladles.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  hoards,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O’Reilly. — Phoebe’s  Fortunes: 

A Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O’Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 
by  • 

Songs  of  a Worker.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  Gd. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  Fcap.  gvo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Lays  of  France.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  103.  6d. 
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Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each ; post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castle- 
maino’s  Gage. 
Idalia 
T rlcotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

T woLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 


Slgna. 

In  a Winter  City. 
Ariadne 
Friendship. 
Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village  Com- 
mune. 

Blmbl. 

In  Maremma 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  [Ine. 
Princess  Naprax- 
Othmar. 


Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Sta.cr.8vo, cl. ex. ,5s. 


Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims:  A Study. 

With  Portrait.  Post8vo,cl.limp,2s.6d. 
Lights  on  the  Way : Some  Tales  with- 
in a Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 


Parliamentary  Elections  and 
Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  11  Rowlandson  and  his  Works,” 
‘‘  The  Life  of  Gillray,”  &c.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  a Frontispiece 
coloured  by  hand,  and  nearly  100 
Illustrations,  16s. 


Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M’Crie, 
D.D.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter’s  Word.  | Halves. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  we’re  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  | High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

A Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A Grape  from  a Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.  | From  Exile. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kit:  A Memory.  | Carlyon’s  Year. 
A Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentlnck’s  Tutor.! Murphy’s  Master. 
Fallen  Fortunes. 

A County  Family.  | At  Her  Mercy. 

A Woman’s  Vengeance. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers. | Found  Dead. 
Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey.  | Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
Holiday  Tasks  : Being  Essays  written 
in  Vacation  Time.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Glow-Worm  Tales.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 

Pears. — The  Present^ Depres- 
sion in  Trade  : Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  “ Pears”  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
Goadby  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S.S.  Demy  Svo,  Is. 


Patient’s  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 


Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley), 


How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medi- 
cal Advice.  By  William  Knight, 
M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Paul  Ferroil: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroil  : A Novel. 

Why  Paul  Ferroil  Killed  his  Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.  By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  Ss. 


Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  Illusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
SocidtS,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each : cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the.  Gates.  By  the  Author 
of  “ The  Gates  Ajar.” 

An  Old  Maid’s  Paradise. 

Burglars  In  Paradise, 
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Pirkis  (Mrs.  C.  L.),  Novels  by: 
Trooping  with  Crows.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. 

Lady  Lovelace.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  [ Preparing . 

PlanchS  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 
The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ; or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Plutarch’s  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan): — 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes. Crown  8 vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Com- 

plete in  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-) “The 

Right  Honourable:”  A Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Princess  Olga — Radna;  or,  The 

Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.  By  the 
Princess  Olga.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

The  Great  Pyramid:  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus- 
trations. Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 


Price  (E.  C.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  | The  Foreigners. 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Rabelais’  Works.  Faithfully 
Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac- 
teristic Illustrations  by  Gustave 
Dor6.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated, 3s.6d. 
each ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
Peg  Woffington.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A.R.a. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  J.  Pinwell. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A.,and  C.  Keene. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 
Foul  Play.  Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 
Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A. , 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.R.A. 

A Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Craufosd. 

A Woman-Hater.  Illustrated  by 
Thos.  Couldery. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 
Percy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  J i It,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Readiana.  With  a Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 
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Reader’s  Handbook  (The)  of 
Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Red  Spider:  A Romance.  By 
the  Author  of  “John  Herring,’’  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Richardson.  — A Ministry  of 
Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben- 
jamin Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden  Party 

Weird  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by  : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.  With  over 
50  Illustrations. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With 
58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 
andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 

Robinson  Crusoe:  A beautiful 

reproduction  of  Major’s  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printed. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8 vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
The  Poets’  Birds. 

The  Poets’  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles, 
Fishes  and  Insects.  {Preparing. 

Rochefoucaul d’s  Maxi tns  an d 
Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The ; or, 

A List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.  Handsomely  printed,  5s. 


Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each ; post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head  : A Collection 
of  Yarns  and  Sea  Descriptions. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

A Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A Book  for  the  Hammock  .[Preparing. 
The  Frozen  Pirate.  The  New  Serial 
Novel  by  W.  Clark  Russell, Author 
of  “The  Wreck  of  the  Grosvenor,’’ 
begins  in  “ Belgravia  ” for  July,  and 
will  be  continued  till  January  next. 
One  Shilling,  Monthly.  Illustrated. 

S a I a. — G as  I i ght  and  Day!  I g ht 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 
of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSQN.  Cr,8vo,cl.ex.  3s  Gd. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel 
Guy  Waterman. | Lion  in  the  Path. 
The  Two  Dreamers. 


One  Against  the  World.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd..  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  I Sebastian. 
Gideon’s  Rock. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 


Medium  01  interchange  tor  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  1.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo- 
logy, Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy- 
siography, &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ; or 
6s.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I . to 
J?V.  may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ; and 
\ ols.  XV.  to  XXII.  (1886),  at  5s.  each. 
Cases  for  Binding,  I3.  Gd.  each. 
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Scott  (Sir  Walter),  Poems  by: 

Marmlon.  With  over  100  new  Illusts. 
by  leading  Artists.  Sm.4to,cl.ex..l6s. 

The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.  With 
over  ioo  new  Illustrations  by  leading 
Artists.  Sm.4to,  cl.  ex.,  16s. 

"Secret  Out”  Series,  The: 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Illusts.,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out : One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations ; with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  “ White 
Magic.”  By  W.  H.Cremek.  300lllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 

The  Merry  Circle:  A Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements. 
By  Clara  Bellew.  Many  Illusts. 

Magician’s  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer,  200  Illustrations^ 

Senior. — By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W.Seniqr.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s. 6d. 

S eve  n Sag  as  (The)  ofPreh  i s- 

torlc  Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 

Author  of  “ The  Village  Life."  Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William  Shakespeare’s  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
accordingto  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau- 
tifully printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  veir  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout’s 
Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.  Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  63. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake- 
speare, the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 


Shakespeare — continued. 

A Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  83, 

Sheridan : — 

Sheridan’s  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 
Sheridan’s  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  1 he  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  iofull-page  Illusts. 
Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  12s.  Gd. 

Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia.”  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Signboards:  Their  History. 

With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by: 

How  the  Poop  Live.  With  60  Illusts. 

by  Fred.  Barnard.  Large  4to,  Is. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds.  Post  8vo, 
illust.  boards,  2s. ; cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 
The  Ring  o’  Bells.  Post  8vo,  illust. 

bds.,  2s. ; cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs.  With  a Photo- 
graph of  Mary  Jane.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
hoards,  2s.  ; cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Sister  Dora : A Biography.  By 
Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi- 
tion, Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic- 
ture  cover,  4d. ; cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley. — A Match  in  the 
Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

SnTith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by  : 
The  Prince  of  Argolis:  A Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  Gd. 
Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch: 
A Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s, 
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Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d.. 

Society  in  London.  By  A 

Foreign  Resident.  Newand  Cheaper 
Edition,  Revised,  with  an  Additional 
Chapter  on  Society  among  the 
Middle  and  Professional  Classes. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon- 
ology : An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.  By 

Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 
“ Round  a Posada  Fire.”  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
With  a Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
A Barren  Title.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ; cl.,  ls.6d. 
Wife  or  No  Wife?  Cr.  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Spenser  for  Children.  By  M. 

I-I.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Staunton.— Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  6vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Stedman.  — The  Poets  of 
America.  With  full  Notes  in  Margin, 
and  careful  Analytical  Index.  By 
Edmund  Clarence  Stedman,  Author 
of  “ Victorian  Poets."  Cr.  8vo,cl.ex.,  9s. 

Stevenson  (R. Louis),  Works  by^ 

Travels  with  a Donkey  in  the 
Cevennes.  Sixth  Ed.  Frontispiece  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
An  Inland  Voyage.  With  Front,  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  2s.  6d. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Second  Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex  6s 
New  Arabian  Nights.  Crown  8vo 
cl.  extra,  6s. ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s 
The  Silverado  Squatters.  With 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 
Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Prince  Otto : A Romance.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  • 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ’ 

The  Merry  Men,  and  other  Tales  and 

Fables.  Cr.8vo,cl.  ex.,  6s. 


Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 
A Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

St.John. — A Levantine  Family. 
By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 
and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
nardin  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
by  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  2s. 

Strutt’s  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  & c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  Wm.Hqne,  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  73.6d. 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of 

London : A Residential  Guide  to 

Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.Gd. 

Swift’s  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  “ Gulliver’s 
Travels.”  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne  (Algernon  C.), 

Works  by: 

Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 
of  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 
Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.  ATragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads  First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  Svo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Noteson  Poems  and  Reviews.  Svo, Is 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  IPs  6d 
Bothwell : ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  : An  Essay.  Crown 
8vo,  7s. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  6s 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  8vo,  12= 
Erechtheus:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 
the  Muscovite  Crusade.  8vo,  Is 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.Cr.8vo.63 
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Swinburne’s  (A.  C.)  Works,  continued— 
A Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart:  A Tragedy.  Cr.8vo,8s. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  9s. 

A Century  of  Roundels.  Small  4to‘ 8s. 
A Midsummer  Holiday,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Marino  Fallero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Symonds. — Wine,  Women  and 

Song : Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 

Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.  Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax’s  (Dr.)  Three  Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son’s droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a Life  of  the  Author  by  1.  C. 
Hotten.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s  6d. 

Taine’s  History  of  English 
Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  clcth  extra,  16s. 

Taylor’s  (Bayard)  Diversions 
of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

T aylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  73. 6d.  each. 
The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants  : A Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece  and  roo  Illust. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them : A Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

Taylor’s  (Tom)  Historical 

Dramas:  “Clancarty,”  “Jeanne 

Dare,”  “ ’Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,”  “ The 
Fool’s  Revenge,”  “ Arkwright’s  Wife,” 
‘‘Anne  Boleyn,”  “ Plot  and  Passion.” 
One  Vol.,  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

. ***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa- 
rately,  at  Is.  each, 

Tennyson  (Lord):  A Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings, 
With  a Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackerayana:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  78. 6d, 


Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cressida.  | Proud  Malsle. 
The  Violin-Player. 

Thomas  (M.). — A Fight  for  Life : 
A Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thom  son’s  Seasons  and  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  a Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  finelllustra- 
tions  on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner’s  Original 
Drawings.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Old  Stories  Re-told.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
In  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.  With  many  Illusts. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  With  nearly  50  Illusts. 

T rollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by; 
Crown  8 vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  In  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  | Marlon  Fay. 
Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
John  Caldlgate.  | American  Senator 

T rol  lope(  Fra  ncesE.), Novels  by 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel’s  Progress.  I Anne  Furness. 

T rollope (T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8va 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Trowbridge. — Farneil  s Folly:  j 

A Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TurgeniefF.  — Stories  from 
Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge- 
nieff,  and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  — Mis- 
tress Judith:  A Novel.  By  C.  C, 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ; post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2S. 

T ytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Bell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Cltoyenne  Jacqueline.  Illustrated 
by  A.  B.  Houghton. 

The  Huguenot  Family.  With  Illusts. 
Buried  Diamonds. 

Disappeared.  With  Six  Illustrations 
by  P.  Macnab.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 
Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

Villari.  — A Double  Bond:  A 
Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  18. 

Walford  (Edw.,  M.A.), Works  by : 

The  County  Families  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa- 
tion, &c.,  of  more  than  12000,  dis- 
tinguished Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-seventh  Annual  Edi- 
tion, for  1887,  cloth  gilt,  60s. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1887).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cloth.  Is. 

Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1887). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
theBaronetsof  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32020, 
cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1887).  Con- 
taining an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32010, cl, ,1s. 


Walford’s  (Edw.)  Works,  continual — 
The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1887).  Containing  a List  of  all  tb 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Tor  n 
and  Country  Addresses,  &c.  New 
Edition,  embodying  the  results  of 
the  recent  General  Election.  32100, 
cloth,  Is.  Published  annually. 

The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet- 
age, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1837).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  321110,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8 vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

Walton  andCotton  sComplete 
Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man’s 
Recreation;  being  a Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  8vo,  printed  on  band- 
made  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  6s. 

Wanderer’s  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wanderings  In  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich- Hunters.  By 

Julius  Beerbohm.  Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 

Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.  By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.  With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes'  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald, 
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Wanderer’s  Library,  The,  continued — 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta- 
verns, Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts. 
The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Kingston.  With  a Frontispiece. 
The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.  With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.  Illustrated. 

‘ Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 
Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688 
to  1847).  Edited  by  Hen,ry  Sanson. 
Summer  Cruising  In  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Wanner. — A Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  “ My  Summer  in  a Garden." 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6S. 

Warrants,  & c. : — 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.  An 
exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.  Price  2s. 
Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
ot  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
• plate  paper,  nearly  3 feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 
The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 

and  Colours.  Price  5s.  

Wayfarer,  The : Journal  of  the 
Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  Quar- 
terly. Price  Is.  Number  I.,  for  Octo- 
ber 1886,  Number  II.,  for  January 
1887,  and  Number  III.,  for  May,  are 
now  ready. 

WeatherTHow  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
Soc.,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 

Svo,  Is. ; cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a List  of 
Marks.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 


Whistler’s(IVlr.)  “Ten  o’clock.” 
Uniform  with  his  “ Whistler  v.  Ruskin : 
Art  and  Art  Critics.”  Cr.8vo,ls.  [ Shortly . 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by : 

Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  la.  Monthly. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.  Crown 

_8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 
Leaves  from  a Naturalist’s  Note- 
book. Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre- 
face. Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts.,  6s. 
Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lustrations. Crown  8vo,  Is. ; cloth 

limp,  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by: 
Cavalry  Life.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Regimental  Legends.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ; post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Women  of  the  Day  : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem- 
poraries. By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  

Wood. — Sabina:  A Novel.  By 
Lady  Wood.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases: 
A Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue, 
cr,  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d, ; half-bound,  9s. 
Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides, Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  In  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.W.  Fairholt.F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Castaway.  | The  Forlorn  Hope 
Land  at  Last. 
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NEW  NOVELS. 


NE  W NO  VEL  by  A uthor  of  “ ilehalah.” 
Red  Spider:  A Romance.  By  Author 
"John  Herring.”  Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

WILKIE  COLLINS'S  NE  W STORIES. 
Little  Novels.  By  Wilkie  Collins, 
Author  of  “The  Woman  in  White.” 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

WALTER  BESANTS  NEW  NOVEL. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

CHRISTIE  M URRA  Y’S  NE  W NO  VEL 
Old  Blazer’s  Hero.  By  D.  Christie 
Murray.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
12s.  [Shortly. 


JAMES  PAYN’S  NEW  COLLEC- 
TION OF  STORIES. 
Glow-Worm  Tales.  By  James  Payn. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

NEW  RUSSIAN  REVOLUTIONARY 
NOVEL. 

Redna;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of 
1881.  By  the  Princess  Olga.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SARAH  TYTLEITS  NEW  NOVEL. 
Disappeared:  A Novel.  By  Sarah 
Tytler,  Author  of  “Saint  Mungo's 
City,”  &c.  With  Six  Illustration:,  liy 
P.  Macnab.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors.  Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Phllistia. 

In  all  Shades. 

BY  W.  BESANT  & JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  In  a Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster.  | Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 


The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 


Annan  Water. 

Matt 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a Crime. 

A Son  of  Hagar. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  | Juliet’s  Guardian. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.|Transmlgratlon. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

MORTIMER  & FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 


BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 
Lady. 

TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
Thp  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
I Say  No. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

Woman  In  White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A Castle  In  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

Circe’s  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BET  HAM -EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  | Kitty. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One. 

A Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  | For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

A Heart’s  Problem. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft.lOf  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free.  | Loving  a Dream. 

A Hard  Knot. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  | Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Prince  Saronl’s  Wife. 

Dust.  | Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a Name. 

BY  SIR  A.  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

That  other  Pbrson. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 

Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord? 

With  a Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
“ My  Love  !’’  I lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  | DonnaQuIxote 
The  Comet  of  a Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camlola. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL 
Quaker  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 
Open  ! Sesame  ! | Written  In  Fire. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life’s  Atonement.  ; Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph’s  Coat.  j Val  Strange. 

A Model  Father.  | Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

A Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 


BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Masslng- 
berd. 

Best  of  Husbands 
Halves. 

Walter’s  Word. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Less  Black  than 
We’re  Painted. 
By  Proxy 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

BY  E.  C 
Valentina. 

Mrs.  Lancaster’s 


A Confidential 
Agent. 

From  Exile. 

A Grape  from 
Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 
Some  Private 
Views. 

The  Canon’s 
Ward 

Talk  of  theTown. 
. PRICE. 

The  Foreigners. 
Rival. 


BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  | Foul  Play. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a Thief. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 

A Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater.  | Readiana. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Jilt. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals. 


BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman. 

Two  Dreamers. 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon’s  Rock.  I Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  | Sebastian. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Malsle.  | Cresslda. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann.  | Marion  Fay. 

Kept  In  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued— 
BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pas3. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Cltoyenne  Jacqueline. 

The  Huguenot  Family. 

Lady  Bell. 

Burled  Diamonds. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 


BY  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  | Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie’s  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Strange  Stories. 

Phillstla. 

Babylon. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

BY  W.  BESANT  & JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan.  | My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

Twas  In  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  In  a Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack 


BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  | Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man’s  Land. 


BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories, 

Gabriel  Conroy.  | Flip. 
Maruja. 


BY  ROBERT 
The  Shadow  of 
the  Sword. 
AChlld  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  thi 


BUCHANAN. 

The  Martyrdom 
of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard 
Matt. 

1 Mine. 


BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 


BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a Crime. 

BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  | Juliet’s  Guardian. 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 


BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 


BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
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CHfcAP  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
Wilkie  Collins,  continued. 


Man  and  Wife. 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  op  Mps.  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Fpozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’sDaughtep 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heapt  and  Science 
“I  Say  No.” 

The  Evil  Genius. 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I Fpom  Midnight  to 
Tpansmlgpatlon.  | Midnight. 

A Fight  with  Foptune. 


MORTIMER  & FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  | Fpances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholap. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  | Paul  Fostep’s  Daughtep. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Ppophet  of  the  Gpeat  Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Heapts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DA  UDET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A Castle  In  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Oup  Lady  of  Teaps.  | Circe’s  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.  | Nicholas  Nlckleby 


BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A Point  of  Honour.  | Archie  Lovell. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  | Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Bella  Donna.  | Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tlllotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  | A Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 

One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the 
World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  PasturesGreen 
Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 

BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin’s  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke. 


The  Flower  of  the 
Forest. 

A Heart’s  Problem 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 

Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a Dream. 

A Hard  Knot. 


BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  JOHN  HABBF.RTON. 
Brueton’s  Bayou. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter’s  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 


BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I Sebastian  Strome 

Ellice  Quentin.  | Dust. 

Prince  Saronl’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  | Beatrix  Randolph. 
BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 

A Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

’Twlxt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 


BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 


BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  IiERSHA  W. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued — 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  P 
With  a Silken  Thread. 

1 he  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“My  Love.”  | lone. 

BY  HENRY  IV.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 


MIssMisanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a 
Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Dear  LadyDisdaln 
The  Waterdale 
Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s 
Daughter. 

A Fair  Saxon. 

Lfnley  Rochford. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  | Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 


A Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 


Open!  Sesame 
A Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 

BY  J.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.  | Mr.  Dorllllon 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY 


Hearts. 

Way  of  the  World. 
A Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 

First  Person  Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


ALIfe’sAtonement 
A Model  Father. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the 
Sea. 

Val  Strange. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 

The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladies. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY 
Phoebe’s  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 

Held  In  Bondage.  TwoLIttleWooden 


Strathmore, 
Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil  Castle- 
maine’s  Gage. 
Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

Slgna.  [Ine. 

Princess  Naprax- 


Shoes. 

In  a Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

I Moths. 

! Piplstrello. 

I A Village  Com- 
mune. 

Blmbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 
Otlimar. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PA  YN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing 
berd. 

A Perfect  T rea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck’s  Tutor. 
Murphy’s  Master. 
A County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 

A V/oman’s  Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 
Clyffards  of  Clyffe 
The  Family  Scape- 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter’s  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
HumorousStories 
Gwendoline’s  Har- 


Llke  Father,  Like 
Son. 

Marine  Residence. 
Married  Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but 
Won. 

Less  Black  than 
We’re  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon’3  Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some  Private 
Views. 

From  Exile. 

A Grape  from  a 

Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 
Kit:  A Memory . 
The  Canon’s  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 


vest. 

£200  Reward. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  | The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
Hard  Cash  ! Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Lonr 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth 
The  Course  of  True  Love 
Autobiography  of  a Thief. 

A Terrible  Temptation. 

1 he  Wandering  Heir. 

A Simpleton.  I A Woman-Hater 

Readlana.  | The  Jilt 

Singleheart  and  Doubieface 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and'  other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL 
Her  Mother’s  Darling 

ST1 '"°e  °f  Wales’s  Garden  Party 
Weird  Stories.  y- 

The  Uninhabited  House 
Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens 

BY  F.  IV.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmalgn’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

A Levantine  Family. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.  | Sebastian. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs.  n 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A Match  In  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERN  DALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cresslda.  I Proud  Malsle. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 

A Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Frau  Frohmann. 

Mdrion  Fay. 

Kdpt  in  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

John  Caldigate. 

By  FRA  NCES  ELEA  NOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  J.T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell’e  Folly. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

A Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe. 

A Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  | Regimental  Legends. 
BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.  | The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  By  Bret 
Harte. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 
Bret  Harte. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds.  By 
Julian  Hawthorne. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen.  By  Author 
of  “ That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay’s  Luck.  By  the  Author  of 
“ That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.  By  the 
Author  of  “That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping  with  Crows.  By  Mrs. 

The  Professor’s  Wife.  By  Leonard 
Graham. 

A Double  Bond.  By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther’s  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Curly.  By  John  Coleman.  Illus- 
trated by  J.  C.  Dollman. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
An  Old  Maid’s  Paradise.  By  E.  S. 
Phelps. 

Burglars  In  Paradise.  ByE.S.PnELPS. 
Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Ly 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Tustin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

A Barren  Title.  By  T.  W Speight. 
Wife  or  No  Wife  ? By  T.  W.  Speight 
The  Silverado  Squatters.  By  K. 
Louis  Stevenson. 
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